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PROLOGUE 



TO RAISE THE CURTAIN ON THE LIFE OF EDWIN BOOTH, 

tragedian, is to reveal a melodrama of abashing theatrical- 
ism. We shall find it preposterously extravagant, and then 
we must remember that it is a melodrama written by Fate. 
No lesser playwright could have escaped catcalls while offer- 
ing such a tale; the superior smiles which come to the faces 
of those who are asked to believe too much would have been 
the inevitable return for his abundant generosity. Only Fate 
could have brought it off; only Fate could have crowded 
into one life such heaped-up misfortune, or made so obvi- 
ous and immediate the compensation allowed for that mis- 
fortune. As the play proceeds, we shall more than once 
suspect that it is all quite too impossible and that Fate's 
indifference to the limits of our credulity is equaled 
only by her bland refusal to have anything to do 
with subtlety. 

To find any merely human dramatist who would dare 
a tenth as much, we must return to Shakspere and his imi- 
tators, and even then we shall discover that one major 
calamity was usually considered quite enough. If in yester- 
day's extravagant melodrama we discover a romantic and 
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beautiful youth marrying the girl of his heart we are not 
at all surprised to find the girl dying, poetically, in the next 
act. But, if we are not observing some "Perils of Pauline," 
we expect it will be allowed to go with thatunless, to be 
sure, the romantic and beautiful youth chooses to kill him- 
self on her tomb. 

What we do not look for, and what we will as a cul- 
tivated audience by no means allow, is that the hero shall 
thereafter go on from catastrophe to catastrophe, leading 
a life fraught with insanity, suddejn death, participation in 
national cataclysms, and endurance of unmerited financial 
disaster. When we find such luxuriance, we suspect, quite 
rightly, that the playwright has no idea where to stop, no 
realization of the effectiveness of understatement. And if 
we discover, further, that the unlikely tale has been tricked 
out in even more unlikely furbelows rescues from drunk- 
enness, unmerited disgrace, hairbreadth escapes from assas- 
sination, and so on and that the whole goes forward to 
the off-stage thunders and flashings of prodigious natural 
phenomena, the chances are we relegate the whole matter 
to the Bowery. Or to the cinema. 

But not even the cinema will have such melodrama, 
nowadays. No longer does its grinding camera reel out the 
serial of old, with each instalment ending in a plunge of 
the hero and heroine over a cliff. Nowadays, even in the 
cinema, we are lucky if anything happens at all, and if 
the playwright does not assure us that the only catas- 
trophe is that there is no catastrophe and that the ro- 
mantic youth and the girl of his heart really grow old and 
bored together. 
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We have, in short, learned where to stop. If, in doing 
that, we have forgotten how to start, at least no one can 
accuse us of extravagance. Only Fate ignores our newer 
rules; only Fate feels under no compulsion to remain cred- 
ible. Possibly she does not really care whether the audience 
believes or not, being entirely satisfied that she leaves no 
room for the slightest doubt in the minds of her actors. 

If she had felt herself constrained within the limits of 
the plausible, she would hardly have begun the life of 
Edwin Booth in a shower of meteors and ended it amid the 
flashes of lightning. That sort of thing is entirely too ob- 
vious. Nor would she have brought in the old caul trick, 
equipping her future tragedian with that magical symbol 
of yesterday. She would have realized that we cannot take 
cauls seriously; that they belong in the superstitious past, 
with witches' brews and powdered toads. We reject all 
this. And Fate grins. She continues with her melodrama. 

A few tricks, to be sure, she missed. Edwin Booth was 
not actually bound to the platform of a buzz-saw, although 
some of the critical denunciations he endured, some of the 
disappointments he survived, must have seemed to him 
quite as sharp. He was not lashed to the tracks in front of 
an approaching express-train, though he did, to be sure, 
once rescue Robert Lincoln, the son of the man Wilkes 
Booth killed, from a not utterly dissimilar predicament. 
Nor did asy single villain pursue him always, although 
he found villains enough, and called them that. But all 
the rest can be promised in the play: irregular birth, 
clouded boyhood, the tragedy of the beloved's death, the 
horror of a brother's crime, financial disaster, the dark 

5... 
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cloud of insanity all these. For Edwin Booth was a man 
ill fated. 

In that role the public had every opportunity to observe 
him, while he lived. The public watched, in understand- 
able bewilderment, the piling up of misfortune upon this 
one man. The prominence of his profession, and his promi- 
nence in it, together with the accident of circumstance, saw 
to it that disaster should never visit him secredy, at dead 
of night. The thunderbolts always struck Edwin Booth at 
high noon. The lightning played about him then. The sun 
of his natural art, the flashes of his fate, combined to make 
him, for his generation, a hero doubly in the spotlight. He 
was given a double prominence, a double visibility. It re- 
mained only for him to bear himself well and appropriately, 
on the stage and off. He bore himself so. There was nothing 
for the public to do but applaud. 

The applause was pardy for his art, pardy for the man. 
The proportions of this mixture have long been the subject 
of debate. There have been some to insist that only the pe- 
culiar prominence given him by the assassination of 1865, 
by the spectacular failure of his theater, and by the rest of 
his misfortunes, accounted for his prominence on the stage. 
And others have insisted that he would still have been 
famous and great as a player if he had lived a very ordinary 
life, being never the subject of great national sympathy and 
the beneficiary of notoriety. The truth lies somewhere 
between. 

It is certainly true that he had greatness as an actor. 
And it is also true that he was, in a manner of speaking, 
kicked upstairs. So many prodigious things happened to 
...6 
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him, in such quick succession, that the public began to 
believe him mythological. And as he was a victim, the public 
felt for him a peculiar sympathy, which finally mounted 
almost to adoration, that mixture of emotions with which 
it generally greets those who try gallantly and fail through 
no fault of their own. So Napoleon lost an empire at 
Waterloo and gained sentimental immortality. 

Booth was exactly the man for the part. Reserved and 
shy, he baffled understanding, and so the general public 
was spared the necessity of thinking of him as a man very 
like the common run of men. The r61e of misfortune's 
darling requires a Hamlet-like exterior; and that exterior, 
if it is to be really convincing, should be backed by a 
Hamlet-like maladjustment to routine life. This exterior, 
and this character, Fate gave Booth, as compensations. He 
became the Hamlet of his generation, on the stage and off. 
"He is Hamlet," his brother said. He was letter-perfect 
and face-perfect and gesture-perfect in the rfile; if he was 
not also thought-perfect, few but his close friends, who 
were not many, suspected it. And he was enough of an 
actor, in life as well as in art, to emphasize his fitness for 
the part given him. When he found out fully what the 
audience expected, he was showman enough to supply by 
art such slight cementing as nature required to make its 
faf ade perfect. 

It was to glimpse that f afade, one of the most perfectly 
consistent the century produced, that thousands all over 
the country flocked to see Booth play. Thousands more, of 
course, went also to see the player, and would not have 
gone if there had not been in the playing, also, a measure 

7... 
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of perfection. Only, one may doubt whether the playing 
alone would have brought farmers and their wives trudg- 
ing down dirt roads to the rail lines, that they might watch 
and wave as the special train carrying the actor on tour 
flashed by. Not merely to see Shakspere's Hamlet would so 
many have thronged the small towns in which he played 
one-night stands, paid the high prices demanded, crowded 
and overcrowded the hotels and slept in them on corridor 
cots. 

Those trudged, and slept fitfully, to see the darling of 
misfortune. Every new catastrophe increased his fascina- 
tion; from each new knock-down blow he arose, like the 
combatant of legend, strengthened by his contact with the 
earth. But the private man suffered; and finally, after this 
buffeting of Fate had continued for a reasonable number of 
years, the man did not get up again. But even in his death 
he was in a way fortunate. He did not long outlive the 
setting of his star. The art to which he had devoted his 
life and life itself came simultaneously to an end. The 
final curtain fell on drama satisfactorily rounded off. Every- 
thing had been appropriate to everything else. 

Most particularly, perhaps, is that appropriateness re- 
vealed as one considers the similarity of the parts he played 
in life to those he played upon the stage. On the stage 
he acted always, or almost always, the hero of poetic tragedy. 
Always he was the tragedian. He was, indeed, the last of 
the tragedians; and as that began to be suspected it was one 
thing more to enhance his prominence. "He left no disci- 
ples, no successor to take up his mantle when he discarded 
it. When he made his final bow, the curtain so far as the 
...8 
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American stage was concerned fell also upon the legiti- 
mate drama/' \ 

"The legitimate drama": we must, at the risk of didacti- 
cism, be clear on that before the curtain rises. Mr. Towse, 
who wrote the sentences above clasped by inverted commas, 
did not have in mind what the present-day producer means 
when he speaks of the "legitimate." Mr. Earl Carroll can 
now claim a new and spectacular theater, destined for spec- 
tacular and aphrodisiac revues, as a "home of the legiti- 
mate." But the word, as limited by Mr. Towse, and as 
employed in the past century, would have had to be 
stretched woefully to cover the plays of Mr. Eugene O'Neill. 
The tragedians ruled the "legitimate" of yesterday. They 
were a race of monarchs. Monarchs and kingdom have 
vanished together, for all practical purposes. The kingdom, 
the "legitimate," was that body of poetic tragedy and ro- 
mance which is Shaksperian in tone. Shakspere's plays were 
the backbone of the "legitimate." Playwrights who con- 
tributed the other dramas of the tragedian's repertory fol- 
lowed as they might 

Always the plays swung around a central character 
which was far beyond life-size. All emotions, all misfor- 
tunes, were grand and final. Violence, insanity, black guilt, 
and death were the materials; the gods and the abstractions 
were called upon in speeches of the utmost magnificence. 
It was the day of the grand manner. Like them, Booth's 
life was a poetic tragedy in the grand manner, with none of 
the ingredients missing. It should be written in blank verse. 

1 J. Ranken Towse: "Sixty Years of the Theater." Funk & Wagnalk 
Company, New York, 1916, 



II 

A TRAGEDIAN IS BORN 



EDWIN BOOTH WAS THE FOURTH SON OF JUNIUS BRUTUS BOOTH, 

tragedian, and Mary Ann Holmes, of whom little is known, 
He was a brother of the Booth who killed Lincoln and who 
had, it can hardly be doubted, inherited a tinge of insanity 
from his father. Edwin was born on November 13, 1833, in 
the deep country outside Baltimore, in a house shaded 
somberly by towering trees. Near by was a spring in which 
generations of bullfrogs have croaked unhappily but un- 
molested. They croaked when he was born, and that night 
there was a shower of meteors which amazed the servants 
in their shanty behind the tragedian's house. He was born 
with a caul, and that set the servants to nodding. They 
said young Edwin was born lucky, and mumbled to the 
young mother that the caul must be kept. For many years 
Mary Ann Booth, who had come to America bravely with 
an erratic husband, saved that object which promised high 
fortune to her son, and it was passed on to him, an indis- 
tinguishable thing but perhaps a symbol of destiny. The 
meteors, which were even more spectacular, could not be 
saved. But they were remembered. 

Junius and Mary had come to the United States twelve 
. . jo . . 
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years before, bringing with them a piebald pony named Pea- 
cock and, one assumes, a bundle of press cuttings. Edwin's 
father was then twenty-five years old and had already made a 
name for himself. He had also been previously married, in 
the confused days of his early youth, and had solved that 
problem for the time being by leaving it abruptly. The 
problem followed him, but at a respectable distance. The 
fame which he had acquired during a brief but exciting 
tilt with Edmund Kean had, however, preceded him. 

Junius was born on May i, 1796, in the parish of St. 
Pancras, London, to a father who had no apparent interest 
in the theater. The father, Richard, was a solicitor, whose 
only deviation from the pattern of respectability had oc- 
curred during the American Revolutionary War, when he 
had run away from home and reached Paris, whence he 
indited a letter to John Wilkes, the reformer and agitator, 
expressing his "ardent desire to serve in the Glorious Cause 
of Freedom." Richard's father, who was John, a silversmith, 
captured and returned him, apologizing to the famous 
Wilkes, who was a distant relative, for the youth's presump- 
tion. After that, Richard studied law quietly and practised 
it without notable adventures. 

In after years Edwin made some effort to trace his 
ancestry beyond his great-grandfather, who made a spoon 
upon which the young Booths in America cut their teeth. 
He was unsuccessful. A genealogist burrowed, at his direc- 
tion, through the records, but reported from the British 
Museum that he could learn nothing of John Booth's father. 
He sent along a copy of John Booth's will, for what it might 
be worth. Edwin, who had hoped to trace his ancestry to 
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the Barton Booth who acted in Colley Gibber's day, and 
who was a member of a Booth family which had married 
into the peerage, was disappointed. He was forced to find 
what satisfaction he could in the prevailing theory that all 
the Booths of England are descended from the first of some- 
thing like that name Adam de Boothes. 

The De Boothes are assumed to have gone to England 
from Normandy either with or shordy after William. Adam, 
the first of whom record exists, lived early in the thirteenth 
century. In all the studies made of the family he is the 
starting-point. The De Boothes became good Englishmen, 
shortened the name, and by the time John Booth made 
silver spoons for his great-grandchildren had spread until 
the country was thick with Booths, of all degrees but all 
good Englishmen. From this stock, it may be assumed, 
Edwin came. There have, however, been other assumptions. 
At one time the patriotic Anglo-Saxons of the United States 
were very anxious to disavow any blood relationship with 
a handsome young man referred to by the most conserva- 
tive as. a "monster." It was felt that something might be 
gained if the Booths were relegated to a racial minority, 
and much was made of the swarthy skin, dark eyes, and 
heavy noses which were family characteristics. 

It was then announced, on the evidence of a hearty 
wish, that the Booths were really of Spanish-Jewish blood 
and that the name had once been Beth. Others, equally 
ingenious, said that they were Jews from Portugal and 
that they had been Boothbys before they were Booths. It 
was recalled that Junius once assured a Unitarian minister 
that he, too, was a monotheist, being a Jew, and a devout 

. . .12 
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reader of the Talmud. Junius was, however, inclined to be 
mischievous, particularly with clergymen, and he was also a 
devout reader of the Koran. (He once considered, indeed, 
the advisability of naming a daughter Ayesha, after one of 
Mohammed's wives, and changed his mind only when he 
thought of naming her Asia "in remembrance of that coun- 
try where God first walked with man/') 

All this is speculation. No one really knows who pre- 
ceded John Booth. Two sons, Wilkes and Richard, came 
>after him. The first followed his father's trade, inheriting 
his tools and shop and being lost to fame among them. 
There was always a suggestion of the hand-craftsman in the 
Booth family. Richard, having paid his abortive tribute to 
the cause of freedom, married and begot Junius, who grew 
into a sturdy, handsome youth, with a head as classical as 
his name. 

Junius was given a sound education and destined for 
the law. But the law bored him and he turned from it to 
the arts at first, with easy catholicity, to all the arts. He 
hovered over them like a young eagle over woolly lambs, 
swooping first toward one, then toward another. He thought 
of writing, and thought better of it. Painting intrigued his 
f ancy, but he shied away. He contemplated sculpture. Then 
he espied the stage, and no longer hesitated. Ignoring what- 
ever mild protests may have come from his legal father, 
who must have had a soft spot for the vagaries of youth, 
young Junius found himself a place in a stock company at 
Deptford. There, on December 13, 1813 thirteen seems to 
have been the Booth number he made his debut. 

He played at Deptford off and on for four years, 
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rising to stock-company stardom. That rise brought him. 
to the r61es of the tragedian, and once he played in the stead 
of the great Edmund Kean, who was ill at Brighton. Kean. 
was then the brightest Roman candle of all in England. It 
was being noted, in that unforgotten phrase, that to see him 
play was like reading Shakspere by flashes of lightning*. 
It was an honor for young Booth to play in his place, as Sir 
Giles Overreach in "A New Way to Pay Old Debts." That 
was one of the parts sacred to tragedians. 

Junius played in the Kean tradition, which was the only 
tradition. He was, in other words, as much like a lightning 
storm as possible. He raved and ranted, doubtless, as he 
strode through his parts. His Richard III shook the scenery; 
as Sir Edward Mortimer in "The Iron Chest" he made 
even his fellow-actors tremble; as Pescara he was sinister 
until the audience gasped. He traveled in the provinces withi 
the company and ventured across the channel, appearing; 
several times in Brussels and elsewhere. 

On one of these trips he met Mary (or Marie) Christine 
Adelaide Delanoy and took her back to England. They 
were married, on May 8, 1815, in London. Two children, 
were born, a daughter who died in infancy and a son who* 
lived to accompany his mother to the United States years; 
later. This was to be referred to afterward in the Booth 
family annals as a "youthful misalliance," but for the mo- 
ment it had all the aspects of permanence. The young people 
seemed contented enough together as Booth continued in 
the provinces and began to write letters to the directors of 
the London theaters of tragedy, Covent Garden and Drury 
Lane, advancing his claims to preferment. They were still 
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contented enough, so far as any one knows, when Booth 
got his chance and was invited to appear at Covent Garden, 
His salary remained at its provincial level, one pound a 
week. 

The elder Booth's first appearance in London was as 
Richard. With that appearance he came, automatically, into 
rivalry with Kean, who was electrifying Drury Lane. Com- 
parisons were inevitable and instant. They were stricdy 
comparisons, not contrasts. Most of the reviewers found him 
very like Kean, in appearance, in voice, in method. "Surely 
one of nature's duplicates," observed Bell's "Weekly 
Messenger." Kean shook his head indignantly at this en- 
croachment, but Booth was not displeased. He was like 
Kean, and Kean was great, ergo , . . ergo, he asked a rise 
in salary. He suggested five pounds a week. The manage- 
ment regarded this as rather sudden and suggested patience. 
Patience, Junius singularly lacked. Almost before he knew 
it he was party to a violent quarrel; before he entirely 
realized what it was all about he had risen to great heights 
as a public curiosity, been talked about and abused from 
one end of London to another, revealed that in tempera- 
ment at any rate he was second to none. 

The story of his struggle with Kean and the London 
managers has been often told, but it is too amusing to be 
passed over entirely. It played its part, moreover, in sending 
him to the United States with his pony and a new wife. 
Perhaps without that struggle Edwin Booth would have 
starred in the English heavens, not in ours. Certainly the 
struggle cut short Junius's career in England and made him 
so famous that a career in America was inevitable. 
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It is the story of an absurd and touchy man perhaps 
of two men absurd and touchy. It began with Kean and his 
annoyed observation of this new rival. The management of 
His Majesty's Theater in Drury Lane also observed, with 
like annoyance. Kean and his directors put their heads to- 
gether. Then they moved, en masse, on a cab and drove 
hurriedly to Covent Garden. They snatched up a bewil- 
dered, fuming Booth and bore him away. They set him 
down at a table, and placed before him a contract and pen 
and ink. They flattered him, and showed him the dotted 
line. 

Booth already had a contract with the Covent Garden 
management, of course. But, with one thing and another 
wine was no doubt flowing freely he forgot that. He 
signed with a flourish and became an actor of the Drury 
Lane Theater. He did not read his contract very carefully, 
after finding it provided the salary increase he wanted and 
that it offered a way to show the Covent Garden directors 
a thing or two. He was to play with Kean, and straightway 
did, appearing as lago to Kean's Othello. 

The public had in those days an eager, personal interest 
in things of the stage which has in the ensuing hundred-odd 
years noticeably abated. It heard of this new development 
and flocked to the opening. When Booth appeared he was 
greeted vociferously by the pit. "I know my price," he re- 
marked, within his role, but with meaningful emphasis. 
The pit shouted in glee. The directors of Covent Garden 
glowered in the distance, the villains of the piece. Then the 
tumult died and Booth thought to read his contract. He 
discovered, to his consternation, that he had pledged himself 
. . . 16 
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not to appear in any of the parts then being played by 
Mr. Edmund Kean. That was by no means so jolly. There 
were only certain parts suitable to the tragedian, and Kean 
played them all. Booth was in a f air way not to be a trage- 
dian at all. 

This thought put him into a lather and then into a 
fever. He reported himself ill and unable to play. Then 
he recovered and dashed back, headlong, to Covent Garden. 
He was welcomed. There on February 25 he had still been 
only two weeks in London, it will be noticed he made 
another debut. The pit, happy at this disturbance, flocked 
to Covent Garden. But this time it did not cheer. Possibly 
it thought Booth a bad sport; possibly it considered him a 
noisy child. In any case it had a new opportunity to express 
its emotions, audibly. This time it jeered, it hissed, it made 
unmannerly sounds. Neither Booth nor those in his cast 
could be heard beyond the foodights. Placards were prepared 
for this emergency. 

"Mr. Booth Wishes to Apologize!" one of them an- 
nounced. The crowd booed enthusiastically. "Can English 
Gentlemen Condemn Unheard?" inquired another, plain- 
tively flattering. English gendemen could, and did. Finally 
the performace had to be abandoned altogether. The next 
few days were exciting. With open glee the newspapers 
noticed the imbroglio. It got into the courts, Drury Lane 
instituting, and at once withdrawing, a suit. Furious charges 
were hurled back and forth. The directors of Drury Lane 
had wantonly stirred up the pit at Covent Garden. They 
had done nothing of the kind. 

Gradually it simmered down. On March i, Booth was 
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allowed to appear again and make his apology. The play 
proceeded. But all this did Booth no immediate good. A 
few weeks later he was back in the provinces, touring once 
again, and Kean was still undisputed monarch o the Lon- 
don stage. The pretender never thereafter managed to dis- 
turb that reign, although he lingered three years longer in 
England. 

The girl from Brussels was still with him. But the first 
fine frenzy was over. Late in 1820, Booth deserted his young 
wife, whether in any sense justifiably does not now appear, 
and on January 18, 1821, he married, in the home of a lady 
of quality, one Mary Ann Holmes. Of Miss Holmes her 
daughter Asia says nothing in her discreet biography. 1 Who 
she was and whence she came these are mysteries. Later 
gossip described her as a Drury Lane flower-girl. It is only 
evident that she married Junius Brutus Booth, who was 
already married, a fact of which it is quite possible she was 
ignorant. Booth could hardly have shared that innocence, 
one imagines. 

Some three months after their marriage Junius and 
his second Mary sailed for America on the schooner 
Two Brothers. They landed at Norfolk on June 30 and the 
newspapers announced the arrival of "the Booth." Six days 
later Junius made his American d&ut in "Richard III" at 
Richmond. A few days after that he somewhat astonished 
his new associates by walking the twenty-five miles or so 
from Richmond to Petersburg, having an engagement to fill 
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J. R. Osgood & Co., Boston. 
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and having missed the bus. He arrived, perspiring and 
weary, only a few minutes before curtain time. A con- 
temporary reports that he looked "like a well-developed boy 
of about sixteen." It was difficult for any one to believe that 
this was "the Booth"; his acting during the early scenes 
seems to have done little to reassure the house-manager. 
But finally, shaking off his weariness, he began to play the 
part for all it and he were worth; and both, make no mis- 
take, were worth much in the theater. 

This trudge, so characteristic of the elder Booth's hap- 
hazard progress through the external world, forms the basis 
for one of the first of a hundred anecdotes told of Junius 
Brutus Booth in the United States. Many of them are 
amusing and some of them very likely true. It is hardly 
to the purpose to repeat them in these pages, however much 
they may cry out for repetition to an audience which con- 
ceivably has not heard them. 

Perhaps once in a drunken frenzy he stood over the 
captain of a lumber schooner, on which he had inexplicably 
taken passage from New York to Annapolis, and forced 
that unfortunate mariner to drink bowl after bowl of Epsom 
salt, pointing pistols at him meanwhile and assuring him 
boisterously that he must be physicked else he die. 

Possibly, on another occasion, he refused to perish on 
Richmond's sword in a performance of "Richard III" and 
instead first battled with unaccustomed fury against the 
surprised Richmond and then chased him from the theater, 
down an alley, and to the refuge of a passing horse-car. 
Edwin, in after years, specifically denied that story, adding 
that it had been told about almost every tragedian since 
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Shakspere wrote. Probably he was quite right. But certainly 
Junius's nose was broken when he was at the height o his 
fame, and it is triore than likely that Thomas Flynn, the 
comedian, broke it with a pewter mug during a social occa- 
sion which could not have been quite sober. If Flynn did 
this, Booth bore him no grudge. When Edwin was born 
and named for Edwin Forrest, his father christened him 
also Thomas, for Flynn. This name Edwin Booth never 
used; still, he had it. 

Nor is there any doubt that after Junius's first success 
in New York (he began, as Richard, at the Park Theater 
on October 2, 1821) it suddenly occurred to him that he 
might better keep a lighthouse. He was touring the South 
at the time and may have seen a lighthouse which took his 
fancy. He decided that he would, in a phrase later made 
ridiculous, "get away from it all." Early in 1822 he dis- 
cussed the matter with a customs collector, one Blount, 
and made application for the Hatteras Light. He learned 
that it offered its keeper three hundred dollars a year, a 
house, oil for the light, and twenty not very inspiring acres 
to farm. He was seriously considering this retreat when a 
theatrical manager found out about it and intervened, thus 
performing a service to the American merchant marine 
which can hardly be reckoned. Diverted, Booth decided to 
become a farmer instead. 

That summer yellow fever was rife in Baltimore, where 
he had more or less established himself. From it Jxinius 
retreated, taking his wife, their first child Junius^-and 
Peacock the pony into the heavily wooded country to the 
north. He bought a farm of a hundred and fifty acres aboul 
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twenty-five miles from Baltimore and near Bel Air. It was 
connected with town only by two ruts through the forest. 
It was densely wooded. "The forest scenery was romantic 
and beautiful," writes Asia. "There were huge rocks with 
tiny cascades; streams and springs of delightful water gush- 
ing out in the most remote places." 

There was no house on the land, but Booth found one 
on the adjacent farm. Its owners had built it, solidly, of logs 
as a temporary residence until their farm-house was vacated 
by another family which had leased it. When Booth came 
on the scene the lease had just expired and the log house 
was therefore vacant. Booth purchased it. He put rollers 
under it and, while the neighbors looked on in amazement, 
moved it across several fields and finally set it down in a 
clearing near a spring. A great sycamore arched over it. He 
had the cabin plastered and whitewashed, and added to it 
as his family grew. 

The house had four rooms and a loft by the time Asia 
was old enough to remember anything, and later she was 
to describe it as a "picturesque and comfortable abode." In 
the general room Junius kept his library. It included the 
works of Shelley, Coleridge, Keats, Racine, and Dante; 
English and French dictionaries, Burton's "Anatomy of 
Melancholy," Plutarch, the Koran, Locke's "Essay on the 
Human Understanding" and one or two others, including, 
of course, a complete Shakspere. 

In this house, nine of Booth's ten children were born. 
It lasted well; indeed, it was torn down only in compara- 
tively recent times, although a few years before his death 
Junius, prosperous, built another house which he called 
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Tudor Hall. This second dwelling was occupied by the 
family until the time of the Civil War, when it was rented, 
It was purchased in 1878 from Mary Booth, the widow, by 
Samuel A, S. Kyle and on his death in 1893 became the 
property of his widow, who still occupies it. She is now 
Mrs. Ella V. Mahoney, and has written pleasantly of the 
house and of the family which once occupied it. 

The log house was for years the center of "the farm," 
so always referred to by the Booths. Not long after the land 
was purchased, Junius found himself too much occupied 
with the stage to till the soil, and his father came to the 
United States to act in the capacity of farmer. Richard 
Booth remained there until his death, tending to such 
farming as was done. The increasing family led a curious 
life which Junius, whether at home or abroad, directed. 

Junius Booth was, for one thing, a strict vegetarian 
on humanitarian grounds. He forbade his family to eat 
meat, although the servants might buy it elsewhere if they 
insisted. No living thing on the farm was killed with 
Junius's sanction. The black snakes were immune from 
punishment; and even their cousins, the poisonous copper- 
heads, must not be harmed. The frog in the spring, and his 
descendants, lived sacrosanct lives; in a country of opossum- 
hunting the Booth opossums dwelt content and unmolested. 
For several years Junius even refused to allow the sheep to 
be branded, but he compromised on this point while he 
still had a few sheep to brand. 

In all respects his domination of his family seems to 
have been moderately kindly but complete. He frowned 
upon discussion of the theater* in his home, hoping that 
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none of his children would be tempted to follow in his 
footsteps. He urged the strenuous life, even upon his father. 
"Rise early," he once wrote to the elderly solicitor. "Walk 
or use some exercise in the open air and, when going to 
bed, drink a warm liquid either weak grog, gruel or even 
water; drink nearly or quite a pint at one draught." Then 
one waited and was soon asleep; particularly, no doubt, if 
grog was handy. A little lettuce, eaten beforehand, would 
be found helpful, since "much opium, but in a harmless 
quantity, is contained in that vegetable." Junius himself 
found grog helpful in avoiding insomnia. He was rather 
famous for it. The "comfortable lethargy" his father sought 
was often enough attained by the son, in the back rooms 
of saloons. 

When he was at home Junius himself would rise early 
and dig in his garden, whistling as he dug. But as he grew 
older and his fame increased he had less and less time for 
digging. For upward of twenty years he played in the 
American theaters, appearing often in the seaboard cities 
and frequently venturing inland. In 1825 he returned to 
England and played with success there, although the theater 
in which he appeared, the Royalty, burned as he concluded 
his engagement and his losses were considerable. He played 
also on the Continent, and returned in 1827, studying Italian 
as he came. He also found occasion on this voyage to cow 
a maniac with "the unflinching gaze of self-possession." And 
in 1828 he played in New Orleans, Racine's "Adromaque," 
presumably in French. He and Edwin Forrest were great 
friends and sometimes played together. 

As time went on he became increasingly erratic, his 
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natural excitability frequently being heightened by his nat- 
ural inclination toward hearty drinking. While Edwin was 
still a boy Junius began to disappear periodically and anxious 
searches were made for him through all the saloons avail- 
able. He was usually found in one of them, and thence sup- 
ported to the stage, where, if legend is to be believed, he 
gave those superior performances always credited to 
drunken actors and drunken newspaper men. Once Otis 
Skinner repeats this story he was being led across the 
stage toward his dressing-room on such an occasion when 
he heard through the curtain the impatient murmuring of 
the audience out front. Wrenching free, he rushed forward, 
parted the curtains, and, clinging to them for support, ap- 
peared before the waiting crowd. 

"Shut up!" he shouted, at the top of his powerful voice. 
"Shut up! Keep still and in ten minutes I'll give you the god- 
damnedest Lear you ever saw in your lives/* He did, of 
course. Are we to be denied romance? 

And there was another time when he tried to commit 
suicide, leaping into the sea. Then he was rescued, consid- 
erably calmer, by Flynn, and it is reported that he anxiously 
begged Flynn, as the comedian pulled him into a small boat, 
to be careful, lest he upset it and drown them alL And there 
was another time when he invited all his neighbors around 
Bel Air to the funeral of a horse, and still another when 
he summoned a clergyman to preach a eulogy over the 
bodies of some dozens of pigeons. And once he wandered 
for days in the fields. 

But these things were not mentioned, although they 
were well enough understood, while the children were 
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growing up. Of them Junius Brutus was the first, born 
before the family moved to the farm. After him came as 
rapidly as nature permitted Rosalie Ann, Henry Byron, 
Mary Ann, Frederick, Elizabeth," Edwin Thomas, Asia, 
Joseph Adrian, and John Wilkes. Henry, Mary^Ann, Fred- 
erick, and Elizabeth died in childhood. The,, others grew 
healthily enough, playing in the woods. Contrary to their 
father's wishes, the theater was early in their blood. The 
boys climbed to the crotch of a low cherry tree and spouted 
Shakspere to the frogs. The servants watched with excited 
glee while Wilkes, on the piebald pony or on Captain, a 
much larger animal, galloped through the woods, waving a 
Mexican war saber and declaiming as he rode. And, re- 
membering the heavenly fireworks and the caul, they were 
polite to young Edwin, who was less spectacular than his 
youngest brother and not so much his father's favorite, 
except when there was something to be done. 

The favorite was always Wilkes so fiery, so reckless, so 
debonair. He was his mother's particular love. Mary Ann 
Holmes must have loved erratic boys and men. She gloried 
in him and feared for him. He was "good-hearted, harm- 
less, wild, harebrained," as Edwin remembered him. Once 
in mid-July he harnessed the oddly assorted horses to a 
sleigh and drove in triumph through the woods to Bel Air, 
scraping all the iron from the runners. His father smiled. 

None of the flock was very carefully educated. Edwin's 
education, and probably the education of the others, began 
under the care of Miss Susan Hyde at a school for boys and 
girls where, as Asia says, "the rudiments were well incul- 
cated and the gentle instructress presided as the Minerva of 
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her little circle." One may trust Asia always for the euphoni- 
ous. They attended a country school conducted by a maiden 
lady. Later, Edwin was placed under an elderly Frenchman, 
Louis Dugas, who had been a West Indian naval officer 
and had retired to give his attention to the young. He wrote 
his own school-books, encouraged dramatic readings, and 
taught fencing. 

Still later, Edwin went to school irregularly in Balti- 
more, where more dramatic readings were indulged in, and 
where at odd moments a Signor Picioli taught him a little of 
the violin. He learned also to strum on the banjo and to sing 
negro songs. He was a gangling boy, sallow, slight, but 
with a beautifully formed head and sad brown eyes. His 
father thought he might become a cabinet-maker. A good 
trade, that. Edwin could hang up his shingle in Bel Air. 
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A TRAGEDIAN BEGINS 



IT IS THE HABIT OF MEN WHO LIVE BY THE STRAINING OF THEIR " 

nerves and their emotions, while assuring themselves that 
intellect supports them, to urge the simpler life upon their 
children. Writers gravely assure their young sons that true 
happiness lies in digging ditches, and refer feelingly to the 
honest sweat they have never shed; actors speak harshly of 
the stage as a profession, citing its manifold disadvantages, 
and push their offspring toward cabinet-making. They may 
even believe themselves to be quite sincere. Junius Booth 
convinced one of his sons he was quite sincere. Edwin 
always believed that his father wished for him "some more 
healthful work, anything that was true, rather than that he 
should be of that unreal world where nothing is but what 



is not." 



"If I had it all to do over again," Junius doubtless as- 
sured his son, in the familiar words. If he had it all to do 
over again he would fell trees or plane lumber or devote 
himself to farming. "Never think of the stage," the father 
urged, while dragging his son steadily toward it. "Shun this 
life!" exhorted Junius, hurling Edwin into it. "Make furni- 
ture," he ordered, and thrust a prompt-book into the willing 
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hands of the youth. Edwin respected his father far too much 
ever to see entirely through all this. But, as he followed his 
begetter from dressing-room to dressing-room, he must have 
had occasional doubts. Even to a boy in his early teens, it 
must have seemed rather curious preparation for a life of 
honest toil* 

Junius urged carpentering, inspired acting, and fitted 
Edwin for neither. He did not apprentice him; he did not 
send him to school. Edwin himself said later, with some 
truth, that "chance, not predilection for the stage," deter- 
mined his way of life. The same chance was a determining 
factor in his way of meeting life. With no straining for 
interpretation, we may see in Edwin's youth the seed of 
what he became, both as man and as actor. 

Booth often said, in his later years, that he had suf- 
fered "from the lack of what my father could easily have 
given me in youth, and which he himself possessed." He 
was referring to formal education, to the Latin and Greek 
which he, like Shakspere, got on well enough without, 
Junius was well educated. He was, moreover, a natural 
linguist, who could learn Italian on a voyage home no 
small accomplishment, if he really learned it, even when 
one considers the length of voyages in 1825. Very possibly 
he had the educated man's light opinion of education, never 
prizing what he had never lacked. His son, naturally 
enough, came to overprize what he had never had. When 
Edwin had a child of his own, his chief urging was that 
she study . . . study. 

Increasingly, as he grew older and went up higher in 
the scheme of things, he lamented his lack. He came to 
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move among educated men and women, knowing poets 
and writers and artists who had come down from Harvard 
and Yale and whose manners innocently reflected their 
learning. It was a day when Latin and French and Italian 
tag lines were prevalent in speech and the written word. 
A more utilitarian civilization puts small value on such 
ornaments, and it is even a little difficult to understand the 
unhappiness it was to Edwin Booth that he was ready with 
no tags. 

There is one letter, to his daughter, which reveals this 
unhappiness rather touchingly. He began it in high good 
humor, playfully tossing together such few Latin words as 
he knew and giving what he hoped were Latin endings to 
English words. Half-way through it struck him suddenly 
that this was all pretense, that he was aping his betters. 
The letter tails off in a mood as near one of bitterness 
against his father as Edwin ever knew. 

Always he was to find his "idiocy and vanity too weak 
to support him against a full charged scholar." He dreaded 
to meet "professors." He said once that his friends called 
him a "natural." Fitzhugh Ludlow said he was a "splendid 
savage." "I'm stupidly awkward, I know, and get scared at 
trifles and hesitate to meet professors. I can't get over my 
schoolboy awkwardness." So he described his own state of 
mind. At the time he wrote he was crowned king of the 
tragedians; he knew almost every one of importance; he 
was a brilliant and envied figure, notable for self-possession 
which verged on polite hauteur. 

There was, of course, no plot on his father's part to 
keep Edwin from education. The elder actor's belief in the 
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simple life did not go so far as that. Junius Booth probably 
thought very little about it, one way or another. When 
Edwin went to school in Baltimore it was his mother's 
doing. She would have kept him at his books if it had 
not proved inconvenient. Even when it proved much more 
convenient to have him elsewhere, she insisted that he take 
his books along. He did. He did not open them very often, 
but he had them. He carried them into the dressing-rooms 
of half the theaters in the United States. No doubt they 
were sometimes under his arm when he sought his wander- 
ing father in saloons. Edwin was kept in contact with the 
world of letters. 

The problem which confronted the Booth family during 
Edwin's teens was Mr. Booth. At his best he could do what 
he wished with his audiences. But he could never do very 
much with himself. When he ventured away from the farm, 
often starting in a carriage to which Peacock and Captain, 
one about twice the size of the other, were hitched, his 
family hoped for the best and feared the worskTthey never 
knew when a message would come back to them from the 
manager of a theater somewhere, anxiously inquiring 
whether they had seen his star of the evening. 

When such messages came, one of two things had hap- 
pened. Either, as was more often the case, Booth had had 
a drop too much and was sleeping it off in the alcove of 
some bar-room or his excited mind had gone momentarily 
astray. If it was the first, then the problem was merely to 
find him, rouse him, and set him on the stage, where he 
might be trusted to act. Such incidents were unfortunate, 
but more or less to be expected by the families of actors in 
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the early and middle years of the last century. The recur- 
rent spells of mild insanity were, however, a special problem 
of the Booths. 

It was discovered that, in moments of strain, Edwin 
had a quieting effect upon his father which others lacked. 
"My presence seemed necessary to him when at his work," 
Edwin says, "although at other times he almost ignored me, 
perhaps because his other children were more vivacious and 
amused him more." It was when he was at work that 
Junius needed care. When he was at home, playing at the 
simple life to which he was academically drawn, he was for 
the most part calm enough. The strain of performances, of 
traveling, of bad hotels, undid him. Then he needed a 
guardian. Edwin very early became that guardian. He 
could not travel with his father and go to school. There- 
fore he went no more to school. 

He might start to school in the autumn. For a few days 
or even weeks he would study. Then a message would 
come from his mother. Edwin must join his father at Wash- 
ington, perhaps, or Richmond; perhaps in Boston or New 
York. "Take your school-books," his mother commanded. 
Edwin was off, to join his father and spend the winter 
touring. "Did you bring your books?" his father would 
demand sternly, when he arrived. Edwin would show them. 
Junius would nod gravely, his duty done. Then he would 
take his son to the dressing-room. "Stay there," he would 
admonish. "Stay there and study." Then, in glamorous 
costume, Junius strode forth. 

Edwin would try to study, his mind elsewhere. Words 
from the stage would float to his ears. Then he would give 
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it up. Then "the idle boy, ignoring Lindley Murray and 
such small deer, seldom seeing the actors, listened at the 
keyhole to the garbled text of the mighty dramatists as given 
in the acting versions of the plays." Who could study 
problems of interest, or learn hard grammar, when into 
his ears poured resounding words, delivered with the fire 
and fury which made a great tragedian? Perhaps he should 
have been learning Latin declensions. Instead, "at an early 
age my memory became stored with the words of all the 
parts of every play in which my father performed." He 
had some trouble forgetting mannerisms and inflections 
when he began to act for himself. 

Those hours in the dressing-room, with the school- 
books laid aside and ears open to Shakspere, must have 
been the happiest, as well as the most profitable, of Edwin's 
boyhood. But that was only part of it. Junius was by no 
means always on the stage. When he was not, his son 
was his secretary, his buffer, his guardian. When 
Thomas R. Gould the sculptor arrived, full of his vast ad- 
miration for Juaius and untold quantities of dull conversa- 
tion, it was Edwin's task to entertain him while Edwin's 
father hid under the bed. And when Junius, mistaking a 
pause in the conversation for its termination, yelled from 
his cover, "Is that damned bore gone yet?" it was for 
Edwin to be as tactful as circumstances permitted. It was 
Edwin's task to see that his father was protected from the 
outside world, and from himself. When Junius sawed the 
air, up and down with his right arm, it was Edwin's task 
to be on the alert. That peculiar motion meant that Junius 
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was getting thirsty and would have drink. It was a signal 
to get him to bed, i possible. 

From city to city the two went, the boy slight and 
pale, with sad brown eyes; the man growing stockier, his 
classic beauty somewhat marred by a broken nose, his eyes 
filled with Roman severity. From city to city they went, 
from bad hotel to worse, from theater to theater. They 
played in New York near Five Points, where the Bowery 
begins and where the gangs were already fighting in the 
streets. They played in Boston, where they stopped one 
night at the Pemberton House, an aging hotel built around 
a court and with stables occupying one wing. They were 
given a room on the ground floor, from which opened a 
dark, unventilated closet, rank with the smells of the stables 
which were beyond its farther wall. They could hear the 
stamping of tired horses. 

They were staying there one night when, after the 
performance, Junius began to saw the air. It was midnight, 
and the streets were deserted. Edwin led his father home, 
steering him past inviting doorways. He got him safe in the 
room and shut the door, heaving a sigh of relief. But 
Junius looked around the room with disfavor and an- 
nounced that he was going for a walk. Young Edwin, weary 
and anxious for bed, braced himself to meet this new emer- 
gency. He promised that, if his father would stay at home, 
he would entertain him. He would talk of any subject on 
earth which appealed to the tragedian. He would sing coon 
songs and strum his banjo, whatever the other guests 
might think. 
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Junius shook his head severely. He was going for a 
walk. He needed the night air. Edwin should go to bed. 
Junius would not think of keeping his son up longer. Was 
he an unnatural father, with no thought for the strengthen- 
ing of young bones? Let sleep knit up the raveled sleave of 
care. As for himself, he was going for a walk. He got up, 
fixing his commanding eye upon his bothersome offspring, 
and started for the door. Magnificently he glared at his son. 
He was going for a walk! His proud eye met his son's dis- 
belief and challenged back, "What of it?" 

But between him and the door stood Edwin, slight 
and boyish but also glaring. Booth met Booth, and Edwin 
had an eye of his own. "You shall not go," announced the 
stripling, no doubt trembling inwardly at his own audacity. 
Junius stared at him in shocked amazement. This was mu- 
tiny. But he hesitated in his movement toward the door. 
Suddenly he turned and, speaking never a word, stalked 
into the closet! He slammed and locked the door. Edwin, 
startled, stared at the door. Then he called, tentatively, 
"Father?" There was no answer. "The Booth" was sulking. 

Edwin's young imagination began to paint horrors. 
His father, on stepping into that airless room, had been in- 
stantly overcome by some noxious gas. He was lying now 
in the darkness, unable to move, unable to speak. With his 
last strength he was trying to lift himself to unlock the 
door, and failing! It was midnight and Edwin was alone. 
Behind a locked door his father was dying dying because 
of a youth's impertinent challenge. Edwin began to shout. 
"Father! Father!" There was no answer. Edwin pounded 
on the door. No response. The boy began to cry hysterically, 
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pounding with all his strength. He begged for an answer 
from the closet. There was no answer. Finally he desisted. 
He grew cold and calm. His father was dead. He must go 
for help. 

The silence lasted only for a moment. Then Junius, 
listening within, began to wonder what was going on. Just 
as Edwin was about to depart by one door, the tragedian 
threw open the other and stalked back into the room. With 
great dignity, and no word, he strode to the bedside. He 
undressed, still with such dignity as that activity allows, 
and clambered in. He did not speak. Edwin did not speak. 
After a time the boy was quieter and slept. 

Edwin told his sister another experience, somewhat 
similar, and she reports it, also. Again it was in Boston, 
which seems to have affected Booth curiously. This night 
it was Junius's fancy not to go home at all after playing, 
but to take another of those nocturnal walks to which he 
was addicted. But he insisted that Edwin go home, again 
pointing out the necessity of ample sleep for a growing boy. 
Edwin said that he would like to take a little walk, also. 
Junius glared, but started off at a tragedian's pace. Edwin 
hurried after him. The father increased his speed, and the 
son his. They raced through the dark streets, under the 
wooden awnings, Edwin hanging on for grim duty. Then 
Junius laughed, perhaps admiringly, and slackened. Edwin 
came up with him and they walked on. Breath regained, 
Junius was off again and again Edwin trotted to keep up. 

The tragedian swung in under the shed of a long mar- 
ket building and began to pace from end to end of it. 
Neither spoke. Sometimes Junius chuckled; sometimes he 
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glared. Edwin matched his mood and his stride as well as 
he was able. Back and forth they went, back and forth. 
Finally the darkness turned gray and they were still walk- 
ing. Then the first shafts of sunlight crept in under the 
shed. Junius, torn between anger and amusement, gave it 
up. He led the way back to the hotel and they went to bed. 

Such nights were, of course, unusual, or Edwin would 
never have told of them. But for years the boy maintained 
a hardly broken vigil over the man. Often he lost in these 
combats and then he searched for his father in the saloons, 
usually finding him. He met the other actors of the time. 
Hearty Forrest patted him on the head and predicted a 
great future, while Edwin nodded with weariness. And 
Edwin looked, with curious envy, at other boys whose 
fathers led circumspect lives, seldom visiting theaters, 
almost never getting publicly drunk. Other boys were the 
protected, not the protectors. Other boys went to school. 

And the other boys looked curiously at him, admiring 
and wondering. He was of another world. He traveled and 
talked with actors, the vagabonds of society. The most re- 
spectable proud ladies of Boston looked at Junius and his 
son, when they looked, as at curiosities. Edwin was not 
of the stuff which glories in that regard. His whole life 
proves it. Enforced unconventionality has its own rebound. 
Ministers' sons are not alone in their revolt. 

Edwin was a proud boy. He was proud of 'his father, 
immensely proud. But he was at the same time torn by 
a desire for social acceptance. Boys cannot be outcasts with- 
out pain. Edwin, hypersensitive, felt himself more of an 
outcast than he ever was. He overestimated the already 
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crumbling barrier between people of the stage and those 
they entertain. He tremendously overstressed the gulf be- 
tween the formally and the partly educated. Although one 
of many children, he spent most of his time with adults. 
"When I was a little boy," he explained afterward to a 
little girl, "I had no opportunity to learn the different 
games and sports of childhood, for I was traveling most of 
the time." 

He was at it when he was thirteen, and when he was 
fourteen and fifteen. By that time he knew most of his 
father's parts. They were the parts of all tragedians. The 
backbone of every repertory was Shakspere; and of Shak- 
spere, Richard III, one of Junius Booth's favorite parts, 
Hamlet, Shylock, Macbeth, and Othello or lago (depend- 
ing upon the physical characteristics of the actor). "Lear" 
also was played and frequently "Julius Caesar," in which 
the tragedian might be either Brutus or Antony, now and 
then Cassius. 

To these were added the r&les of Sir Edward Mortimer 
in "The Iron Chest," Colman's melodrama (which was 
usually given without music), and Sir Giles Overreach in 
"A New Way to Pay Old Debts." Sir Edward Bulwer- 
Lytton's "Richelieu" was to come a little later into its full 
popularity, although William Charles Macready played it 
first in 1839. The rfile of Pescara in "The Apostate" also 
was a favorite of the elder school and, in later days, Tom 
Taylor was to add to the repertory a Hugo adaptation 
which he called "The Fool's Revenge." 

Each tragedian had his favorites among these, and 
most had their: own specialties in addition. Thus Forrest, 
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although he was an accepted tragedian, succumbed to an 
epidemic of Indian plays when he was in his prime, and 
appeared as various noble savages. Jack Cade also was a 
favorite part of his. And Edwin Booth, some years later, 
appeared as Raphael in a rather dreadful little romance 
called "The Marble Heart" which had a far longer life 
than it deserved, but is now mercifully forgotten. 

Shakspere was always the inner citadel. The other 
plays were, by all modern standards, extremely bad. But 
they had one thing in common: each of them had a central 
character of satisfactory importance and the proper purple 
patches of which the actors could make "points." One of 
the best of these, as an example, is found in "Richelieu": 

"Mark, where she stands! around her form I draw 

The awful circle of our solemn church! 

Set but a foot within that holy ground, 

And on thy head yea, though it wore a crown 

I launch the curse of Rome!" 

It was for such moments that the older tragedians 
played. For those fine outbursts they husbanded their 
strength, walking softly, even listlessly, through the routine 
of the play, drawing themselves up when they saw a "point" 
approaching. Most of them were not at all averse to strid- 
ing down stage at such moments, facing the audience, and 
letting the pit and gallery have it full force. Forrest used 
to do that. 

Do not laugh too easily, or utter "ham" too confi- 
dently under the breath. It was ham, to be sure; it was 
noisy and obvious and it led to unbecoming raising of the 
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voice. But it was great fun for everybody, and probably 
would be to-day. The heroic speeches kept the tragedians 
on top for many years. They rode the candences of blank 
verse, and those cadences are as irresistible as the measures 
of a brass band. They strutted and made believe, most of 
them off the stage as well as on. Much fustian entered into 
it; many black capes were swept across the shoulders of 
many stalwarts. Still, for all their obvious absurdity, they 
ruled the roost by human right. 

In the early days they usually wandered freely, unbur- 
dened by supporting companies. The companies, trained 
in all the parts favored by the stars, awaited them. Towns 
so small that they have not had even road companies for 
years were then smaller still, but they had stock com- 
panies. These companies waited to surround such stars as 
Junius Booth with the appropriate gestures, content to 
serve as background to magnificence. It mattered very little 
to the stars what was the skill of their support. They 
appeared rather in cued monologues than in plays. No one 
thought of balanced performances; no one pretended that 
the drama reflected life. The drama reflected elocution, and 
all knew it and liked it. If they did not like it, they could 
go to the comedians. Only a few of the larger cities had 
standing companies which could take the foreground on 
necessity, although most of the companies had leading men 
who could play lago to the star's Othello, Horatio to the 
tragedian's Hamlet, or Cassius to his Brutus. 

Edwin's father was one of these stars and he shone 
widely, ranging the country. Edwin trailed after him, tak- 
ing the part only of confidential aid, until September 10, 
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1849. He was then some two months less than sixteen years 
old. His debut was at the Boston Museum, and it was not, 
as has been sometimes reported, the result of a last-minute 
decision. It is true that an overburdened stage-manager, 
called upon to play several small parts in addition to his 
other duties, may have rebelled and called for help. It may 
have been his happy thought to draft for one of these r61es 
the younger Booth. But Edwin was not rushed into his 
costume at a moment's notice. There was time enough for 
the astute manager of the theater to take full advantage 
of the situation and to advertise, in the billings, thus: 

Last Night But Three of Mr. J. B. Booth, who will 
appear as 

THE DUKE OF GLOSTER 

Tressel Edwin Booth 

His First Appearance on Any Stage on Monday evening, Sep- 
tember 10, 1849, in Shakespeare's Tragedy of Richard III, or 
the Battle of Bosworth Field. 

Duke of Gloster Mr. Booth 

Tressel Edwin Booth 

Typographically this is but a suggestion, of course. The 
printing of ancient playbills was a strange and fearsome 
thing. Capital letters reared themselves in the most curious 
places; Old English was always within reach. And every 
program-printer in those days seems to have had handy 
individual fonts peculiar to himself and very peculiar to 
the page, with violent ornamentation depending every- 
where. 
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Edwin went on, after borrowing his father's spurs and 
answering to that gentleman's satisfaction a short cate- 
chism: "Who was Tressel? What did he do?" and the like. 
Edwin spoke his few lines. "It is a great pity that eminent 
men should have such mediocre children," observed Rufus 
Choate from his seat in the audience, to the companion 
next him. "Did you do well?" inquired Junius. "I think 
so," replied Edwin, doubtfully. "Give me my spurs," said 
Junius and the momentous occasion had passed. 

Edwin was then, by his own later report, "a sight." 
"I wore my hair down to my shoulders like a woman," he 
remarked. "I had a sallow complexion and a thin face and 
went around looking like a crushed tragedian." He must 
have looked, also, like a sleepy boy. But Joseph Jefferson, 
who first saw him at sixteen, thought of him afterward as 
"the handsomest boy I remember ever to have seen. With 
his dark hair and deep eyes he was like one of Murillo's 
Italian peasant boys." Jefferson also thought him "more 
attractive, more interesting, more beautiful" than his father, 
who, after all, had a broken nose. A few years later a news- 
paper reviewer was to report him, excitedly, as "Apollo- 
like in beauty, grace and manly perfection of form," to term 
his eyes "large and lustrous" although, in the phraseology 
of an earlier day, he wrote as if Booth had only one eye 
his forehead "high and noble" and his nose and mouth 
"of the pure Grecian type." 

At the time of Booth's first appearance trouble was 
brewing about slavery and the Fugitive Slave Law was 
engrossing the attention of the press. News came from 
abroad by steamship and appeared on the front page of the 
"Herald," conveniently summed up in a head-line which 
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read, "Five Days Later." Daniel Webster was making 
speeches. Forrest and Booth shared the tragic field, with 
Forrest ascendant. But even then there were stirrings against 
the native American star. Walt Whitman, who for two 
years was violently the dramatic critic of the "Brooklyn 
Eagle," was inveighing against Forrest's "loud mouthed 
ranting" and deploring that so many young actors took him 
for a model. Whitman was far ahead of his beloved democ- 
racy on this point, however. The general public loved rant- 
ing and could hardly be given too much of it. The louder 
the voice the greater the art. That was the general belief. 

It remained to be seen whether Edwin Booth would 
qualify as a tragedian. His first appearance had been none 
too promising; his voice faded out before it reached the 
gallery, which was fatal. But he was only a boy of sixteen, 
with much to learn besides the words of the parts he might 
play. He was born to the purple, but he had to prove his 
ability to wear it. If he were too slight, or insufficiently 
magnificent, it might be his lot to appear as one of those 
leading men supporting the real stars, male and female. He 
might then be called upon to play many r61es far afield 
from the tradition, including even the melodramas of the 
rising Dion Boucicault. He might make money in other 
fields, but not the highest fame. 

Fame and fortune both awaited if the purple fitted. 
He might expect, in that event, to be treated with the utmost 
consideration by critics and to be accepted as a defender 
of the "legitimate." He might also expect to be compared, 
line by line, gesture by gesture, with all preceding and con- 
temporary tragedians. He would find the most cultured 
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audiences waiting to hear him, and ears and minds through- 
out the country trained to the cadences of English blank 
verse. He might look forward to the day when he could 
ask, first fifty, then sixty, per cent of the gross intake on the 
nights he played. He might look ahead, also, to being 
always a lone eagle, supported on the stage invariably by 
inferiors who would expect little more than kindness and 
to be told where to stand. 

He would play in the robes of kings and princes, of 
cardinals and all the mighty of the earth. He would be by 
turns heroic and sinister; he would always have resounding 
lines to speak. He would never, conceivably, find himself 
cast as a character f aintly resembling any one he would meet 
in everyday life. He would have very little everyday life, 
when it came to that. He had examples of such stars in his 
father and Edwin Forrest. It must have seemed to him, 
as a beginner, that the pinnacle toward which he aimed was 
very solidly occupied. 

Edwin was, after his dbut, apprenticed to the stage. 
There was no more talk of cabinet-making. He played on 
occasion thereafter with his father. Junius 

made no great objection to my acting with him, although he 
never gave me instruction, professional advice or encourage- 
ment in any form; he had, doubtless, resolved to make me 
work my way unaided; and although his seeming indiffer- 
ence was painful then, it compelled me to exercise my callow 
wits. It made me thinly 

Perhaps Junius' sympathies were so freely given to the 
animal world that he had few left for his young son. 



Darling of Misfortune 

In addition to playing with his father, Edwin served in 
a Baltimore stock company managed by Theodore Barton. 
There he was under contract to play any part assigned and 
to receive six dollars a weekf He appeared in many minor 
characters, changes of bill being frequent. He was not gen- 
erally considered particularly promising and had the dis- 
tinction of being roundly berated for incompetence by one 
Madame Ciocca, a passing star. He must have been bad 
indeed to earn such notice. 

During the autumn of 1850, on September 27, Edwin 
was with his father again, making his first appearance in 
New York at the National Theater as Wilford in "The 
Iron Chest." (Wilford is, it may be noted, a considerable 
step up from Tressel.) During that autumn and winter he 
played elsewhere, part of the time with his father, and in 
the summer he and his friend John Sleeper Clarke, who 
was two months and ten days his senior, gave dramatic 
readings in the court-house at Bel Air. 

The two boys rigged up a stage and benches a little 
training as a carpenter might have come in well, after all 
and had bills printed in Baltimore, riding there for them. 
A negro boy entrusted with posting their sheets pasted most 
of them upside down to convenient walls. A considerable 
audience gathered, despite this, possibly because of it, and 
they divided at the door, male and female to side and side. 
The boys delivered Shaksperian set-pieces with enthusiasm 
and vigor, sang coon songs, and played the banjo. No report 
on the box-office receipts has come down to us. 

In 1851, Edwin played for the first time in a tragedian's 
role, appearing as Richard in place of his father, who 
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announced 'himself ill and unable to leave his room. The 
Booths always believed that the illness was feigned so that 
Edwin might have his chance. "But what will they do?" 
Edwin inquired anxiously, as the elder actor announced his 
decision not to go to the theater. The carriage, with 
Richard's costume, was waiting below in the street. No 
warning had been given the theater. "Go play it yourself," 
Junius commanded, and fell to contemplating his physical 
derangement. From this view Edwin could not move him, 
and so he himself went as commanded. He reported the 
difficulty, apologetically, to John R. Scott, the house-man- 
ager. "You play it," said Scott. 

Perhaps it was a conspiracy, after all. Edwin was 
dressed in the robes, which were several sizes too large. 
He went on the stage and it is reported that the audience, 
although amazed, was kindly. Edwin always felt that his 
performance had been excruciatingly bad. When he re- 
turned to the hotel he found his father as he had left him, 
apparently lost in thought. Edwin afterward believed that 
Junius had been in the theater, and perhaps he had. And 
perhaps, given three hours without a guardian, he had been 
elsewhere. 

So Edwin's apprenticeship went on. "I had seven years 
of it," he wrote later to a young actor*who was leaving his 
company for one where more varied training was promised. 
"Most of my labor was in the field of comedy walking 
gendeman, burlesque and low comedy parts the while my 
soul was yearning for high tragedy." He adds, Polonius- 
wise, that he did his best in all he was cast for and that 
the unpleasant experience did him a world of good. So he 
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paid the elderly man's tribute to the hallowed school of 
hard knocks; the human tribute to the theory that anything 
sufficiently unpleasant must be salutary. 

At about this time family affairs for the moment over- 
shadowed those of the theater. Suddenly the past of Junius 
rose up to plague him. Mary Christine Adelaide Booth, left 
so long ago in London, appeared in Baltimore and with her 
a son, Richard. Perhaps after preliminary discussions, per- 
haps suddenly, Mary Christine filed suit for absolute 
divorce from Junius on March 26, I85I. 1 She petitioned 
the judges of the Baltimore County Court. In the peti- 
tion, which has long grown yellow in a box in the cellar 
of the Superior Court building, she came "humbly com- 
plaining" that she had been married to Junius Brutus 
Booth, then "a citizen and subject of said Kingdom of 
Great Britain" but now a resident of Baltimore, on the 
eighth day of May, 1815, in the city of London. She filed 
a certificate showing that the ceremony was performed by 

1 Copies of the papers filed in the case have been certified at the 
request of the author by the clerk of the Superior Court of Baltimore 
City, which has assumed jurisdiction, and are in possession of the author. 
The whole question of J. B. B.'s first marriage and its legal termination 
has been in rather pointless dispute for many years, although while Edwin 
Booth was still living the Baltimore "Sun" investigated and printed the 
facts substantially as given here. This did not, however, dissipate the con- 
fusion. As late as 1929, Lloyd Lewis in his "Myths After Lincoln" 
(Harcourt, Brace and Company, New York) treated Junius Booth's first 
\ffiarriage, his children by that marriage, and the divorce in 1851 as if 
they were among the myths of which he wrote. As a matter of record, 
it may be noted, also, that at the time of Mary Christine Booth's death, 
Edwin Booth flatly denied, in letters to newspapers, that his father had 
been married more than once. Filial devotion, evidently, gained the upper 
hand. 
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Nathaniel Fork, BA., curate of St. George, Bloomsbury, 
County of London. 

She set forth that she had thereafter lived with the said 
Junius, as his lawful wife, and that she had borne to him 
a daughter who died in infancy and a son still living. "In 
or about the month of January, 1821," however, "the said 
Junius Brutus Booth, without any intimation whatever 
or any justifiable cause whatsoever, abandoned your oratrix 
and came to the United States." He had continued since in 
that abandonment. And, further, he had left England "in 
company with a woman with whom he has been in the 
habit of adulterous intercourse from that time to the 
present; and that he has lived for many years in the city 
of Baltimore with said woman and does now treat and 
recognize said woman as his wife and that he has by her a 
large family of children." Mary Adelaide paused for breath, 
and the judgment of the court, 

It was not long in coming. Junius did not deny the 
charges. His solicitors answered for him on March 28, 
simply: "This respondent admits the facts stated in said 
bill to be true and assents to a decree as prayed." On April 
18, Judge John C. Hand, presiding, signed a decree granting 
the divorce and assessing the costs against the defendant. 
On May 10, 1851, the marriage or remarriage of Junius 
Brutus Booth and Mary Ann Holmes was recorded in the 
same court. Mary Christine died in Baltimore seven years 
later, at the age of sixty-eight, and was buried in a Catholic 
cemetery. 

It was this incident, magnified and distorted by an 
embittered press, which was revived fifteen years later. It 



Darling of Misfortune 

was then reported, among other things, that the first Mrs. 
Booth had died of a broken heart, induced by the cruelty 
of the treatment she had undergone. Hearts must have 
broken slowly in those days. 

At the time very little attention was paid to the matter 
by the press. Critics of modern newspapers doubtless will 
credit this to delicacy and lament that a similar attitude is 
not now prevalent. They will be mistaken, of course. When 
Forrest and his wife ended their married life at about this 
time, in a long court wrangle, the newspapers were full 
of it. To print the details they even cut short some of their 
most circumstantial accounts of trials for rape. 

Junius tarried in the East for a year after his matri- 
monial affairs were straightened out Then he listened re- 
ceptively to the suggestion of his eldest son that he visit 
California, which lay knee-deep in gold. Son Junius had 
come on from the far West, where for some years he had 
been an actor and theater-manager. He promised his father 
honor and money. Junius started with him, leaving Edwin 
behind. But he became ill in New York and missed the 
boat. So says the gentle Asia. A little later he returned to 
New York, this time with Edwin who could be trusted 
to see him safe on any boat. They sailed that summer to 
the new country, where Edwin's apprenticeship was to be 
continued. 



IV 

THE YOUNG MAN GOES WEST 



CALIFORNIA WAS STILL A FABULOUS LAND IN 1852. ONLY TH? 

day before it had called fabulously to the East, offering gold 
in great nuggets for the taking, and the East had fabu- 
lously answered. The hardiest of those east of the Missis- 
sippi had streamed overland with pick and shovel and had 
sent back tales of miraculous wealth. Their entertainers 
had followed to establish saloons and dance-halls. The pub- 
licans and the prostitutes had gone, and those who offered 
less rhapsodic commodities the storekeepers and the restau- 
rant men. 

And the actors went, also. Separated from her husband, 
Mrs. Catherine Sinclair Forrest was one of the first to seek 
fortune in this new land of promise. She had set up shop in 
San Francisco. Junius Brutus Booth the younger had been 
there for several years. He had not attained riches, but he 
had been where riches were. What California needed, he 
promised, was a star of his father's caliber. "Come West, 
old man," he begged. The gold-hunters were eager for the 
drama. They would pay for it with little bags of precious 
dust. 

Junius and his sons set forth. They did not attempt the 



Darling of Misfortune 

long overland crossing, nor yet the tedious, risky sail around 
South America. They split the difference, crossing by the 
Isthmus. They sailed from New York to Aspinwall, with- 
out incident. They were poled up the Chagres River on 
flatboats, with their trunks piled in the center. The natives 
observed them from the bush. When the river was no 
longer navigable, the travelers took to mules, edging slowly 
toward the Pacific. They slept at night curled on top of 
wine-casks. They heard the natives sharpening machetes 
in the underbrush, and shivered. But they reached the 
Pacific and sailed up to San Francisco. 

It was a rude city, hastily expanded. Beards were un- 
trimmed in San Francisco and trousers were crammed into 
boots. But there were waistcoats of flamboyance and nuggets 
as big as men's fists, and the dust of gold was weighed in 
scales. Junius noted that there was no lack of saloons and 
promised himself some pleasant evenings. But first he must 
act for a time, and this he did, opening at the Jenny Lind 
Theater under the management of his elder son. He tore 
into "Richard III" and "The Iron Chest" with zest and 
the miners greeted his efforts with applause and gold. This 
for a time. Then business began to fall off. The first flush 
was gone and not every one was a millionaire. Not every 
one even believed that he would be a millionaire to-morrow 
a state of mind which had been quite as good as the 
fact for the entertainers. And possibly the dance-halls had 
joys the legitimate could not offer. 

The Booths, after a rather short stay at the Jenny Lind, 
moved over to Sacramento, where all took benefits, with 
only moderate success. "You should play Hamlet," com- 
-. .1.50 
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merited Junius to Edwin, on seeing the slim youth in the 
sable garb he had donned for the r61e of Jaffier. "If I have 
another benefit I will," said Edwin. 

They returned to San Francisco, but the flow of gold 
which had been anticipated was dammed somewhere. 
Junius shook his head and lamented the culture of the 
East. He spent more and more time in saloons, whence his 
sons more and more frequently fetched him. Now and then, 
no doubt, all three Booths grew tipsy together no great 
task for Junius and Edwin, who were always uncommonly 
susceptible. It has been reported, in explanation of the 
elder Booth's intemperate habits, that he was intoxicated 
with only a drink or two, where others might consume 
a dozen and stay above table. Edwin seems to have inherited 
that limitation of capacity. 

But, despite everything, Junius was growing homesick. 
He did not like this wild West, particularly since it did 
not promise quicker fortune than more civilized regions. 
He was all for starting back at once. He insisted that his 
elder son, who had profited nothing from the experiment, 
nevertheless pay him the minimum fee agreed upon. This 
the junior Junius did, although it left him nearly impov- 
erished. Junius Senior beckoned to Edwin and started off. 
But Edwin did not budge. His brother nodded approvingly. 
The great Junius looked his surprise and alarm. Edwin 
was staying on. 

He felt that he had been long enough a guardian. If 
he was going to succeed as an actor, it was high time that 
he came from under his father's wing, where he could 
hope to be no more than an adjunct, and struck out for 
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himself. Edwin had reached that point, which is reached 
by even the most conscientious youth, when living for 
somebody else begins to seem unfair to oneself. He had de- 
cided that he must see what he could make of standing on 
his own legs. Here, where the Booth name was still a vague 
sound, notwithstanding the younger Junius's efforts to 
advertise it, was a place to start. Here, while enjoying the 
aid of his elder brother, he could nevertheless sail under 
his own colors. And, anyway, he liked California. It was 
new and young, it was romantic. It excited him and called 
him. He would stay on. 

They argued it out, the Booths, and Father Junius 
sailed alone. Edwin, feeling that he had burned his bridges, 
and also, a little, that he was derelict to duty, watched his 
father go. Probably, once the die was cast, old Junius joyed 
in his liberty. When his father's ship was out of sight Edwin 
turned back to face San Francisco and his own future. 

He had hardly begun this Western apprenticeship 
when he heard of his father's death. The news came while 
Edwin, as a member of a company headed by D. W. Waller, 
was snow-bound in Grass Valley, in the heart of the gold 
district. The company had played at various towns inland, 
including Nevada City, and had reached the straggling 
camp which called itself Grass Valley because most of the 
grass had been torn up or trampled down in time for a 
big snow-storm. But despite almost impassable roads, the 
mail got through, and in it was a black-bordered envelop 
for Edwin. His father had died on a Mississippi steamboat, 
which chugged up-stream from New Orleans, He had left 
the Louisiana city ill and his illness had developed rapidly. 
,...52 
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He died in his cabin, with a steward and a stranger by his 
bed. The body was sent to Baltimore and buried there. 

Edwin and some others plodded through the snow 
from Grass Valley according to some reports, for fifty 
miles before they could find means of transportation back 
to San Francisco. There he found more details of his 
father's death and burial, together with the advice to remain 
where he was, since he could do nothing in the East. He 
reproached himself and was reassured and reproached him- 
self again, as will sensitive persons who feel that somehow 
they might have prevented catastrophe. But Junius was 
nearing sixty when he died; he had had a full and busy 
life and attained fame; he could rest in peace. 
^ Edwin continued his apprenticeship. *TFor a time he 
played in a company of which his brother was co-manager, 
and for a time it prospered. Then he met D. C. Anderson, 
a character actor, some years his senior, and they struck up 
a friendship. They found hotels bad and prices high and 
decided they could do better by themselves. They rented 
a two-room house on a plot two hundred by seventy-five 
feet and, looking out upon this domain, dubbed it "the 
ranch." They did their own cooking and housekeeping, 
in slap-dash fashion, and Booth drifted easily into the 
bohemian life he was afterward to deprecate so earnestly. 

Our picture of those days is marred by the discretion 
of friends and relatives. All of them, Asia prominently, 
wrote to combat a legend. That legend had it that Edwin 
Booth was a hard-drinking man all his life, that he was 
as often drunk as sober, 'that he indulged this was darkly 
hinted in all manner of secret dissipations. That legend 
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was entirely false. The picture it painted never had any real 
counterpart in life. And of course his friends wrote of him 
with that picture in mind and with the determination to 
eradicate it. The result is that they have sometimes given 
to their hero the repellent aspect of a plaster saint. Only 
now and then does his real character creep out, particu- 
larly during his earlier years. It is not until, some years later, 
the habit of saving his letters grew among his friends that 
we can see Booth as a man, not as an idol. 

And until he began to speak thus for himself in letters 
from which not even a faithful daughter could edit all 
vitality, although she certainly managed to edit most pf the 
biographical material from them, we must rely on such 
fragments as were let slip. Now and then some one, like 
Mrs. Thomas Bailey Aldrich, blurted indiscreetly, and 
added to the man a warmth and vitality others scarce allow 
him. For inwardly Booth was no brooding giant. He was 
a friendly, gende man, upon whom a mask was thrust. 
He wore the mask, after he had adopted it, with a half- 
humorous realization. It was convenient. But he never wore 
the mask of a saint. 

Asia slips a little in her task of dehumanizing when 
she tells how once some one who had long owed him twenty 
dollars repaid the sum in gold. Edwin, with Anderson at 
his side, no doubt, turned in at the next gambling-place, 
He staked his sudden wealth. He lost. So. He and Ander- 
son journeyed on. 

Those were not the days, nor was San Francisco the 
place, for prigs, Anderson and Booth must have lived with 
casual zest on their "ranch," drinking when it pleased them, 
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so long as they were sober to play in the evening; risking 
what money they had where it might be doubled. Ander- 
son, whom Booth never forgot, must have kept a paternal 
eye on the handsome youngster and a hand on his arm 
after a glass too much. But he gave him his fling, none the 
less. In those days there was no solemn talk of Booth's 
"devil," his inability to keep his thirst within convenient 
limits. It was not a devil in those days. Those were Booth's 
Wanderjahre. They must have been, in many respects, the 
happiest he ever knew. No moralists anxious and anxious 
with cause, mijid to protect Edwin's reputation can quite 
put the snuffer down over their gaiety. 

It was not the gaiety of riotous living, of course. There 
was plenty of work in it, the adventurous work of a young 
man finding himself. After his brother's company faded 
away, Booth played with Mrs. Sinclair. He appeared with 
Laura Keene, who had left New York some years before 
and wandered West and who was soon to return to New 
York for new successes and failures as one of the first 
women managers in the American theater. Miss Keene 
blamed Booth's bad acting for her lack of success. And 
Booth, following in his father's footsteps, played again in 
"Richard III" and this time made something of a stir. In 
April, 1853, he played for the first time in the r61e which 
he was to make preeminendy his Hamlet. That occasion 
is noted by the "Daily Alta California" of San Francisco 
thus: 

For the benefit of Mr. Booth, the favorite play of "Hamlet" 
was produced at this establishment last night, Mr. Booth sup- 
porting the principal part and making his first appearance in 
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that difficult character. As a first appearance it may be con- 
sidered highly creditable and we can even predict a high degree 
of success for the promising young artist when he shall have 
overcome a few disagreeable faults of intonation and reached 
a profounder conception of the part. 

Even though the "Daily Alta California" had its reser- 
vations, Booth's audience was delighted. It found in the 
young actor what later and more sophisticated audiences 
were to find, the perfect physical embodiment of the ac- 
cepted Hamlet. "He was Hamlet, melancholy and all," as 
Wilkes Booth said later. He was slight and dark and his 
eyes were mournful; his face and voice were beautiful but 
sad. The pale cast of thought seemed to lie over him. It 
caught in his long dark hair; was implicit in his slight 
grace. He was a tragic poet in the flesh. Even his elder 
brother was impressed, although he warned the youth that 
there were many hard knocks ahead. A young journalist, 
Ferdinand C. Ewer, wrote in tempered praise in a maga- 
zine he was then editing, and to his intelligent understand- 
ing Edwin reacted quickly. He and Ewer became friends 
and remained so until Ewer's death many years later. 

Mrs. Sinclair's theater having captured such business as 
there was, and Booth's appearances with her having ended, 
the rising actor looked around for new activities. Then a 
wandering tragedian named James Stark returned from 
Australia. There, not in California, lay fame and fortune, 
he declared. Stark had acquired neither, but Booth, who 
saw something new to do and was young enough to try 
anything -he was barely twenty, this fortunate youth did 
not press too hard upon that point. He infected Anderson 
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and Laura Keene with his enthusiasm and they set sail 
for Australia early in 1854. It took them seventy-two days 
to get there. They reached Sydney and Edwin appeared as 
Shylock, no slight undertaking for a twenty-year-old. They 
had some success in Sydney, but failed in Melbourne, and 
Miss Keene hurried back, as fast as slow boats would take 
her, to civilization. We shall meet her next on the other 
side of the world. 

It was not long before Booth, Anderson, and the rest 
followed her, for there was neither fame nor fortune in 
Australia, after all. The venture was brief, inglorious, but 
rather good fun. Edwin and Anderson almost were hit on 
the head by a falling cocoanut, Asia reports, but Edwin had 
a premonition and moved and the nut fell harmlessly be- 
tween them. Success missed them, too. They started back, 
pausing at Honolulu with several others who had joined 
in their exodus from Australia. 

Although Booth was still a boy, he is reported to have 
been their leader. Certainly he was their star. He raised 
fifty dollars in the group and rented the Royal Hawaiian 
Theater for a month. They raised enough more to have 
bills printed and were penniless in the middle of the Pacific. 
The native boys to whom they turned over their bills for 
posting revealed a curious appetite for the paste which went 
with the bills. They ate the paste, smacked their lips, and 
threw the bills away. Then Booth and the rest, who were 
a little less hungry, posted the bills themselves. 

His Majesty King Kamehameha IV was a patron of 
one of the first performances, but, since his predecessor had 
just died, he could not appear publicly in the auditorium. 

57... 



Darling of Misfortune 

A chair was rigged up for him in the wings and there he 
sat in state, magnificently guarded on each side, but forced 
to relinquish his chair when it had to be used as a throne 
by a king whose crown was pasteboard. Kamehameha is 
reported to have enjoyed the performance. And on 
March 10, 1855, Edwin played Sir Edward, as a yellowed 
playbill is still extant to prove, and after it Master Dobbs 
in "the laughable farce of The Omnibus'' 

They made enough, after a few weeks, to book passage 
for California and they sailed away, richer in experience 
and with the spectacle of the large, dark king engraved in 
their memories. They reached San Francisco early in the 
summer and Booth again joined Mrs. Sinclair, who still 
was prospering. He played various parts and the company 
was at one time billed as the San Francisco Minstrels, in 
which, it was promised, "the highly popular artists, Mr. 
Wheadeigh, Mr. Edwin Booth, Mrs. Henry Sedley, Mrs. 
C. N. Sinclair, Mrs. Wheadeigh, together with other ladies 
and gentlemen of the profession, will appear," Edwin played 
the Duke de Chartres in "the elegant comedy, Follies of a 
Night" opposite Mrs. Sinclair. 

Dates do not always jibe in the scattered records of this 
Western period, but it was probably after that that Booth 
went to Sacramento, either with or without Benjamin 
Baker, a generous and ingratiating soul, expansive as over- 
yeasted bread, who was already known as "Uncle Ben" to 
all the actors on the coast. He later extended that senti- 
mental relationship eastward, becoming uncle to every one. 
He was given to tall claims and he made them concerning 
Edwin Booth, probably with very little warrant in fact. 
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"Did I know Ted?" he was accustomed to exclaim in 
tones of mock amazement, even when no one had put the 
question. "Did I know Ted? Why, everybody knows I was 
his first manager. If it hadn't been for me, that boy . . ." 
And so on. 

That boy would never have amounted to anything if 
it had not been for Uncle Ben. Or if it had not been, 
a little later, for William Stuart. There were always plenty 
to point to Booth and cry out, "See what I have done!" 
Booth seldom answered; never publicly. 

Uncle Ben Baker was, he says, Booth's manager in 
1855. He led him to Sacramento, where the young man acted 
for some weeks at least, first without and later with Mrs. 
Sinclair. They put on together, at about this time, "The 
Marble Heart," which had not previously been produced 
on the American continent. There was no crying need for 
it, even then. It failed, deservedly. And Booth, says Baker, 
played in support of a young woman who had just escaped 
from the Mormons in Salt Lake and was capitalizing the 
fact for all it was worth. 

"We worked the sympathy racket and packed the house 
every night," Baker assured a reporter for the New York 
"Star" ten years later. Nineteen thirty-two would not have 
phrased it differently. And Baker said also, in that inter- 
view, that Booth played the ghost to the Hamlet of a 
stage-struck dancing master named Clapp, and with him 
dodged a rain of vegetables. Booth was then a "long-legged 
stripling, awkward as a young duck," said Baker. Booth 
could hardly have been noticeably long-legged at any 
time. 
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But whatever his appearance, and however Baker may 
have labored in his behalf, the Sacramento engagement 
was another failure. Booth joined a road company, led by 
an actor named Moulton. It was excellent fun, and all came 
under the head of apprenticeship. Edwin was having a good 
and early start; he could afford to try what was new. This 
was new enough. They were strolling players, riding horse- 
back. Their luggage followed in a single wagon, which 
carried also a band (three horns) and such properties as 
were essential. They wandered through the camps, playing 
where they could, taking what came. All went well enough 
for a time; the camps were roughly gay at night, the actors 
were stormily greeted, but with friendliness. 

Then camps began to catch fire just as the players 
quitted them. It was vexing and inexplicable. Perhaps there 
was among them some one who liked to see the sparks fly 
upward. Five camps flew upward in quick succession and 
the miners began to speak of Booth grimly as the "fiery 
star." The horns played and as brave a face was put upon 
it as might be, but the camps grew less friendly. The 
players saw frowns instead of smiles, and little knots of men 
gathered to talk under their breath and to stare at the 
actors. 

Then the undercurrent of hostility broke out. The 
actors were chased from one town, Booth fleeing on horse- 
back. They circled and convened again and went on. At 
the next town a sheriff met them. They had been none 
too prosperous and certain accounts were unsettled. All 
their possessions were seized. Booth's horse went into the 
common pool. The band lost its horns. 
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The sheriff suggested that Sacramento was a good 
place for actors. Safe, he said, significantly. The actors 
started trudging home. They had no money, no horses, 
no band to keep their spirits up. The roads were dusty and 
the way was long. As Booth plodded wearily toward the 
city he considered his situation. For six years, now, he had 
been on and off the stage. For four years he had been 
acting in California, in a great variety of parts, 4 He had 
played Hamlet and Shylock and Richard III and Master 
Dobbs. He had made no money out of it, but he had kept 
alive. He had been part of a rough, unfettered life, and 
he was already growing tired of it. He thought longingly 
of "the farm" back in Maryland and of the cities of the 
East. Things, as Ben Baker had assured him before he 
left Sacramento, were "getting dusty" in the West. He 
swished a stick abstractedly against weeds. It was a long 
way from California ... to anywhere. 

He wondered whether, after all, he was to be a great 
tragedian. Perhaps it would be better, he told himself, to 
get back East as best he could and find himself a perma- 
nent place in some stock company. In New York would 
be best. Miss Keene was already there. Before she left she 
had mentioned something about his being her leading man. 
There would be a steady salary in that, anyway. It might 
reach a hundred dollars a week big pay. There would be 
no more plodding through snow-drifts, no more slogging 
over dusty roads. He could live well in the East on that 
salary, and enjoy comforts. He could sit idle, if he wished, 
and smoke a pipe. He could reflect. He would not dine 
sketchily on meals that he and Anderson scrambled to- 
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gather on the ranch. He could eat now and then in the 
best hotels. 

And he haH, after all, made some sort of reputation 
in California. Friends in the East had sent him back 
clippings which had been reprinted there, telling of his 
appearance as Hamlet and predicting his greater success. 
That reputation would help, even if Miss Keene's promise 
came to nothing. He would hardly fail of some sort of en- 
gagement. And he was homesick. The East beckoned. He 
was in Sacramento and penniless and his thoughts turned 
toward New York. But how was he to get there? 

He made a new friend, M. B. Butler, an architect, to 
whom the world of the theater owes not a little. Booth 
told Buder of his desire to go home. Buder agreed that that 
would be best. They considered ways and means. Buder 
was a friend in need. He arranged a benefit in Sacramento; 
and when that produced only enough to pay Booth's debts 
Buder arranged another. (But Booth had received in the 
course of the first benefit a handsome trophy, a hand and 
wrist made of gold, with a diamond held between thumb 
and forefinger. Or so it is reported. Probably his debts 
swallowed that, also.) The second benefit put money in 
the actor's purse. Booth paused in San Francisco for still 
another tribute and set sail for the East. Ben Baker pre- 
ceded him, to make arrangements there. Baker, also, was 
weary of the golden West. 

It was August, 1856, when Booth finally set off. He left 
the coast behind, he said later, "a mere stripling full of 
promise (for good or bad) and Bowery rant." He had in 
his pocket, over his passage money, a draft for five hundred 
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dollars. "After meandering through the gold fields of Cali- 
fornia and Australia for nearly five years," five hundred 
dollars. "One hundred dollars a year weren't big average 
pay, were it?" Edwin inquired, with ungrammatical jocu- 
larity, years after. 

He voyaged again to the Isthmus and this time there 
was a train to carry him across it. His father had predicted 
that, Edwin remembered, and had also prophesied that 
there would one day be a canal between the oceans. He 
took ship again on the Atlantic and voyaged north to New 
York. Benjamin Baker, advance agent and universal uncle, 
was on hand to greet him. 

As Booth's representative he probably had other in- 
terests which prompted his return to the East Baker had 
only one specific instruction in addition to his general 
assignment, which was to find engagements for a tragedian. 
He was to arrange for Booth's appearance as a star any- 
where but in Baltimore. Booth had stipulated against be- 
ginning in the city with which his father's name was con- 
nected so intimately what he hoped would be a tour of 
some duration. He preferred to begin elsewhere, so avoid- 
ing the appearance of attempting to profit to the fullest 
by Junius Booth's fame. 

Edwin was anxious to rub off as much as he could of 
his father's method before appearing in Baltimore. It still 
clung to him. Of that he was conscious. In many parts he 
felt himself little more than a bad copy. He had every 
respect for the original, although he was beginning to ques- 
tion whether the elder method was the only one. But he 
rightly believed that, if he was to make his mark where he 
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wished it, he must bring a new luster to an old name. Not 
a higher luster necessarily, merely a different. He was by 
no means cock-sure about it. Inclined to pessimism, he 
rather doubted his success. He did not wish to fail in Balti- 
more, or to succeed there, if that was to be his fortune, 
until he was more surely himself. 

Booth did not return from the West in any mood of 
exalted self-confidence. "The height of my expectation," 
he told William Winter, long afterward, "was to become 
a leading actor in a New York theater after my starring 
tour, which I supposed would last a season or two." He 
came back to get an Eastern verdict and to rub off the 
rough spots. 

He discovered that Baker had done the one thing he 
was not supposed to do. Baker was innocently enthusiastic 
about his success. He had been to Boston, but had failed 
to make any definite arrangements there, although he had 
vague promises. William Burton in New York was inter- 
ested, but not for that autumn. He had suggested a later 
date. But Baker had not despaired. He had kept up his 
confidence even when he .found nothing in Philadel- 
phia. He had gone on to Baltimore and had closed with 
John T. Ford for an appearance at the Front Street Theater. 
He knew Booth would be pleased. 

Booth was anything but pleased, yet there seemed no 
way out. Baker had had full authority and had used it; in 
any event, Booth had to start somewhere. Meanwhile he 
could at least go home to the farm for a short rest. He went 
and the servants shouldered trunks full of costumes, of 
Hamlet and Mr. Brown-Smith, and nodded to one another. 
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The trunks were heavy. Doubtless full of gold. "He's from 
the diggings," they said, which was true enough. 

Asia and the others were there to greet him, Wilkes, 
whom he had left a school-boy in Baltimore, was grown 
to a handsome lad with an eye to the stage; a boy with a 
careless swing and the Booth beauty. He was already dear 
to the ladies. So was Edwin, for that matter, then and 
after. He charmed even his sister, who writes that he came 
back, "older in experience only" and looking like a boy 
still- 

and very fragile; his mild dark eyes and long locks gave him 
an air of melancholy. He had the gentle dignity and inherent 
grace that one attributes to a young prince, yet he was merry, 
cheerful and boyish in disposition, as one can imagine Hamlet 
to have been in the days before the tragedy was enacted in 
the orchard. 

The young prince opened in the autumn of 1856 at 
the Front Street Theater, playing Richelieu. His appearance 
roused much curiosity and was successful. He stayed only 
a short while, however, and then was away on a tour which 
led him first into the South, then westward through West 
Virginia, then north through Pittsburgh, and on in a wide 
circle. His stops, even in the larger towns, were brief; he 
made many one-night stands. He took what halls were 
available and played to what audiences would appear. 

Baker says he himself went along, and that many odd 
things happened. Once, for example, the small audience in 
a second-floor theater crowded so closely around the one 
stove, which was almost under the stage, that Booth, when 
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he appeared, could see nobody at all out front. Perhaps 
Baker loved tall stories. Possibly it is to him we should 
attribute one rather too good to be true, and having to do 
with printers. Somewhere they billed Booth as "Mr. Booth" 
the old form, then falling a little into disuse and in his 
case undesirable because it was the style employed by his 
father. Booth shook his head. "Make it simple Edwin 
Booth," he directed. Apparently the correction was sent to 
the printer by word of mouth. At any rate, it appeared so: 
"Simple Edwin Booth, tonight in . . ." The reader is under 
no obligation to believe. 

In Richmond during that first tour Booth found Joseph 
Jefferson, also a precocious youth, managing a theater for 
Henry C. Jarrett. They had met some years earlier and it 
was a reunion of old friends. Jefferson, after the first ex- 
change of stories and when he had heard something of 
Booth's adventures in California, spoke of the young tra- 
gedian's forthcoming appearances. He was particularly in- 
terested in "Romeo and Juliet" because he had a Juliet 
about whom he was enthusiastic. 

She was no great actress, said Jefferson, although able 
enough and well trained. She had played the part to Char- 
lotte Cushman's Romeo at Niblo's, had studied voice, and 
had been on the stage since she was fourteen. That was 
not, however, a very long time. Nor was she really beauti-" 
ful: she had a quiet and thoughtful face, from which she 
drew her heavy dark hair back flatly. Her eyes were large 
and dark and there was something in them . . . well, some- 
thing. Her mouth, also, was rather large, a generous mouth. 
But you could not describe her by describing her. There 
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was something . . . Jefferson threw up his hands. You 
loved her. You were charmed by her; she was sweet and 
spirited. She was "slight in figure, but with lovely lines; 
honest, straight-forward eyes, brown and tender." (That 
phrase is not Jefferson's, but another's.) She had "an in- 
effable grace which made even strangers love her." In short, 
she would be such a Juliet as Booth would not soon forget. 

She was living with Jefferson and his wife, and one 
can imagine that her quiet face lighted suddenly when she 
was animated, Jefferson introduced Romeo to his Juliet- 
Mary Devlin, daughter of a merchant of Troy, New York. 
She smiled at Booth. Jefferson says that at the end of that 
first week they came to him and knelt in mock submission. 
"Your blessing, father," begged Mary. "Bless you, my chil- 
dren," Jefferson answered; or so, years later when he was 
writing his memoirs, he remembered having answered. 
That is the spirit of their meeting, if not the letter. 

They were together only a litde time, at first, but they 
do not seem to have doubted, from the first. They would 
be married, where and when and how the future would 
decide. Edwin must go on, now, and leave her; he must 
tour and make his name and something more solid than a 
name to back that fading five hundred dollars. He was still 
an apprentice and she was hardly that. Meanwhile she 
would go on playing; Booth's boyish determination not to 
marry an actress went in a heap when he first saw her. 
They would write and be lonely. But not for long. 

They took a grave leave, no doubt, being grave young- 
sters ordinarily. They talked more of the theater than of, 
themselves, but no shyness really stood between them. Booth 
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went on, a star o the third or fourth magnitude, playing 
in barn-like theaters, drinking rather too much to keep off 
the cold and now and then rather too much for playing. 
He thought of the safe hundred dollars a week he might 
get still from Laura Keene, and how it would make an 
immediate marriage possible. He went on through the 
winter, and April found him in Boston, where Thomas 
Barry of the Boston Theater was at length ready to try out 
one more of the young tragedians then so numerous. 

Booth made his first Eastern appearance of real impor- 
tance there, on April 20, acting the role of Sir Giles. Wil- 
liam Winter, not yet critic of the New York "Tribune," or 
of anything, was in the audience and was at once capti- 
vated. The rest of the audience seems to have responded 
similarly, if not so earnesdy. Booth's first starring venture 
in Boston was a success, in the box-office and out. Reading 
the Boston papers, William E. Burton congratulated him- 
self on having signed a contract with Booth a few days 
before, and began to make plans for an opening which 
would be an opening. He decided that the new star should 
begin in "Richard III," although Booth had expressly stipu- 
lated against that. Apparently it did him litde good to 
stipulate. 

Burton placarded the town with noticeable billings. 
"Edwin Booth, Hope of the Living Drama," announced 
one, with a producer's confidence. "Richard's Himself 
Again," screamed another. And everywhere Edwin was 
announced as the "Son of the Great Tragedian," which 
was precisely what he had hoped, rather ingenuously, to 
avoid. And Burton, further, collected all the favorable press 
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notices he could lay hands on and caused them to be printed 
in a little booklet, which was widely distributed. 

Booth was scheduled to open on May 4 at Burton's 
Metropolitan Theater. That was a Monday and he left 
Boston the Saturday night before. As he boarded the train 
a telegram was handed him. 

"Mr. Booth announced for Richard next Monday. 
Seats going like hot cakes." 

Edwin took a long drink and followed it with another. 
He was a little the worse for several when he reached New 
York, but the assertion that his opening had to be postponed 
for two weeks while he sobered up is a canard. He was 
sober to end his apprenticeship and begin his career on the 
New York stage. 



V 

'HOPE OF THE LIVING DRAMA 1 



DURING THE FIRST YEARS OF EDWIN BOOTH'S APPRENTICESHIP 

his father and Edwin Forrest had shared the tragic throne. 
Then Junius died and Forrest ruled alone. There were other 
tragedians, o course, and no metaphor exactly sums up any 
situation. But Forrest was the dominant mime of a genera- 
tion which was coming to an end. He stood between Edwin 
Booth and the top rung. He was a little over fif ty years old, 
which is likely to be past the prime for an actor. It was past 
the prime of Edwin Forrest. He was, in the words of Nym 
Crinkle of the "World," "backing slowly out of sight with 
the dignity and distress of a paralyzed titan." He was to 
continue that retreat for some years yet. 

Forrest was one of the first native-born actors to acquire 
resounding fame. He was a mighty man; it seemed to his 
contemporaries that he summed up in himself the might of 
a young country, the rude might. He was no polished 
actor, nor subtle. He was a great, rough figure. He did not 
bend and sway to his rfiles, advancing with delicate pre- 
cision along the line of least resistance. He plowed through 
them, hoarse and vigorous; and, often enough, the char- 
acter which stood in his way was dismembered by his 
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progress through it. He had a mighty voice which does 
not seem to have been often modulated or very frequently 
musical. He attained his effects and he did attain them 
by sound and fury. He had come down, years before, like 
some young barbarian of the North upon the classics and 
he beat them into submission. 

When he was a young tragedian he was beloved of a 
young nation. Prejudice ran high in those days; only in 
1849 it had found bloody expression in the Astor Place 
riots, when the long drawn out wrangle between Forrest 
and William Charles Macready, the English star, reached its 
climax in the crackle of musketry; and many who had come 
to hoot the English actor remained to die on the cobble- 
stones. They swore by Forrest when he was a Bowery star; 
and all the loyal American societies backed him to the 
last man. 

But by 1855 or thereabouts the public temper was be- 
ginning to grow a little quieter. From the top the virus of 
softer living was beginning to trickle downward. This virus 
infected the stage early. The theater is of necessity inter- 
national and an older civilization filtered in through it. 
The more cultivated theater-goers were beginning to ques- 
tion the stalwart school. Forrest's style, as noted by Law- 
rence Barrett, who was himself beginning in those days, 
was a subject of derision to the new generation. And, to go 
with this, Forrest himself was beginning to lose his youth, 
and the vigor of youth becomes easily the harshness of 
middle age. "Age and infirmity were showing their effects 
on his once powerful frame," Barrett comments. His voice, 
never melodious, was growing harsher. 
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Critics were not lacking to point out this decline of 
powers, to any who might have missed it. Walt Whitman, 
writing o theaters for the Brooklyn "Eagle," was among 
the first to notice it. He had thrilled to Forrest once, but 
both men were growing older. Whitman lamented his rant- 
ing, his noisiness, and doubted he was a good model for 
young actors. It was very old style, the Forrest method. 
Some read and nodded: that was just what they had been 
thinking. 

Whitman's voice was not the only one raised against 
Forrest. It was not the loudest or the funniest. The aging 
actor was the victim, in 1855, of a direct assault a furious, 
angry, punishing attack. He was struck with the pen of 
William Stuart, born Flaherty or O'Flaherty in Ireland, 
and in New York for reasons which were much speculated 
upon. It was generally felt and sometimes said that he had 
left Ireland very suddenly and with good cause. He was 
witty, clever, and unscrupulous. In the spring of 1855 the 
New York "Tribune" employed him as its critic and sent 
him to the Broadway Theater to notice the appearances 
there of Mr. Forrest. Within a few days the town was talk- 
ing, between amusement and distaste, of those criticisms. 

It has been often contended that Stuart was paid more 
than the "Tribune" paid him for those notices. Jefferson in 
his autobiography speaks guardedly of the matter, report- 
ing that "a certain critic" had admitted to him that he was 
paid a "large sum of money" to go regularly to the theater 
and "write down" Mr. Forrest. That certain critic could 
have been none other than Stuart. The same charge is made 
by Winter and by many others, although there seems to 
. . .72 



Edwin Sooth 

have been no agreement regarding the source of Stuart's 
extra pay. 

Some suspected Edwin Booth; and Stuart, after his 
later break with the tragedian of our story, probably 
dropped dark hints sustaining this theory. It was quite 
certainly not true. Even Crinkle, who was no adorer of 
Booth, specifically notices that no one who knew anything 
of the matter suspected him. But Crinkle, one of the first of 
the critical play-boys and a leading wit of his time, agreed 
that the circumstances of Forrest's eviction "were not mem- 
orable by reason of their magnanimity." 

Stuart had an opportunity to see, and to denounce^ 
Forrest in all his Shaksperian r61es. He began with Hamlet; 
they both began with Hamlet. Stuart described, at length, 
what Hamlet meant to him, stressing all characteristics of 
subdety and quiet melancholy. He paused to pay a com- 
pliment to his readers. "There are many in our country 
whose time and taste enable them to cultivate fancy, possess 
perhaps a higher and keener sense of the beautiful than is 
to be found in any other land," he said blithely. But "there 
arc also some, perhaps even many, whose coarser habits 
and pursuits may lead them to prefer violent physical feats 
of voice and attitude to pure and beautiful conceptions." 
Then he was on Forrest, like a whip. 

"To the taste of these latter," he continued, "the animal 
strength and coarse passion of Mr. Forrest may pander, but 
surely this would find a better field in such characters as 
Jack Cade than in the dreamy, melancholy Prince of Den- 
mark." Then Stuart tore Forrest to pieces, line by line. He 
assured his readers that in the Players scene Forrest "had 
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the air of some huge gypsy, watching with roguish glance 
for an opportunity to rob a hen roost," He announced that 
this large, coarse person "defiled the fairest creations, the 
beauteous temple of Shakespeare's genius." "Back to the 
Bowery!" he ordered. "Away, go, get thee to the Bowery." 

Forrest tried Richelieu. Stuart pounced upon him. The 
slender, aging, intellectual cardinal . . , this? This fellow 
of "harsh voice and coarse knit frame"? "Away, go, get 
thee to the Bowery I" And in Othello, Forrest looked . . . 
what? "The inflexible, resolute hangman." The harried 
actor swore mighty oaths in his dressing-room. 

Forrest tried Lear. It was "far less repulsive than his 
Hamlet, Richelieu or Othello," but it proved again that 
Forrest was "wholly incapable of rightly conceiving Shake- 
speare's beautiful creations." Then Forrest turned to melo- 
drama, but Stuart was not to be out-foxed. He was too 
clever a man to reveal animus needlessly or to spoil his case 
by overstatement. Forrest as Rolla in "Pizarro" was right 
where he belonged. Here he had a part "more difficult for 
an actor to miss than to catch," and he caught it. Nor did 
Stuart find Forrest so "repulsive" in the title r61e of John 
Howard Payne's "Brutus" as he had been in the "compli- 
cated characters of Shakespeare." Stuart liked his victim 
well enough, also, in "Damon and Pythias," but when For- 
rest, perhaps heartened, returned to Shakspere and played 
Macbeth, Stuart was ready for him. He took the oppor- 
tunity to point out that Forrest had been very good in 
melodrama. 

It went on for seven weeks, cruel, sometimes witty, 
abuse. There was enough of truth in it to give a faint color 



Edwin Booth 

of fairness to what was undoubtedly a malicious and in- 
spired attack. Perhaps Stuart reached his height when he 
recommended Forrest, in his favorite "Jack Cade," to the 
attention of the butcher's apprentice "whose ear had become 
familiar with the bellowing of bulls and the noises and 
sights of the shambles," and who therefore would greatly 
enjoy the "facial contortions, the throat-rattles and stamping 
of the feet with which Mr. Forrest illustrated his conception 
of the character he personated." 

It did Forrest no good, all this. A lie may prove a 
boomerang, but not a half-truth. It set the old thunderer to 
tottering; he was tottering the more two years later. He 
was waiting for a push. And at that moment Booth was 
coming down to New York for his first great test. 

He was "the hope of the living drama" and of Wil- 
liam E. Burton, proprietor of Burton's Metropolitan Thea- 
ter, which had been Laura Keene's theater a season before. 
It had been a long, hard winter for Burton and others. 
The panic of 1857 was on them. Burton looked hopefully, 
and doubtfully, at a sheet of bluish ruled paper, dated 
April 18, 1857, and certifying, with no regard for punctua- 
tion, that "an engagement has this day been entered into 
between William E. Burton of the city of New York of the 
first part and Edwin Booth tragedian of the second part." 
Without pause it continues: 

Said party of the second part agrees to perform at said 
Burton's Theater for the term of twelve nights commencing 
Monday evening May 4th and ending on Saturday May i6th 
on the following terms said party of the first part agrees to 
share equally the receipts of the theater each night (after de- 

75... 



Darling of Misfortune 

ducting three hundred and fifty ($350) dollars) and to give 
a clear third o the receipts of the theater on the first Friday 
night and a clear half of the receipts of the theater on the 
second Friday night as benefits, said party of the second part's 
name to be starred exclusively on the play bills of said theater. 

Burton found himself in possession of this bit of paper 
(it is still preserved, incidentally) near the close of an un- 
satisfactory season at Broadway and Bond Street. He had 
moved there that autumn from his old theater in Chambers 
Street and his old patrons had not followed him as he had 
hoped they would. He had started his season on Septem- 
ber 8 with the Davenports, husband and wife, and had come 
nearest financial success when Dion Boucicault and Agnes 
Robertson appeared in one of Boucicault's plays entitled 
"Genevieve, or, The Reign of Terror." But even that did 
only moderately well, and Professor George C. D. Odell, 
whose "Annals of the New York Stage" is without a 
rival for the student of the theater, remarks that his season 
was "simply frittering away, without a single outstanding 
success." 

Of Burton's misfortune, too, was Booth the darling. 
In a happier season Burton might not have taken a chance 
with this comparative unknown. If Booth had not been 
something of a last desperate card for his first New York 
manager it is doubtful whether Burton would have used 
all his skill to "puff* him before his arrival, or have wasted 
money so prodigiously on advertising. But Burton was 
ready to take any straw that offered, and Booth was a 
straw. 

The season had been none too prosperous for anybody. 
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Miss Keene, who had had the Metropolitan the season be- 
fore, had lost it to Burton through failure to announce her 
intention to renew her lease. She had built a theater of her 
own at 622 Broadway and named it after herself, there 
producing "Camille," "The Marble Heart" (she could have 
used Booth in that if he had become her leading man) 
"Masks and Faces," and other plays, with no great success 
that season. 

The Broadway had had a season prosperous in spots. 
It had started out badly in the autumn of 1856, with Harry 
Loraine, "a mediocre provincial actor from England," as 
Claude Melnotte, but had made money with Forrest, who 
had played on alternate nights through most of the winter 
and might have still been playing when Booth arrived if it 
had not been for sudden illness. Thomas Placide had been 
prominent in the company which alternated with Forrest; 
and after him came E. L. Davenport to offer "Richard HI" 
and "Othello," as well as "What On Airth Is Coin' On?" 
The Broadway opened, on the night of Booth's first ap- 
pearance, a "magnificent spectacle" called "The Son of 
Night." That same evening Laura Keene was playing "Like 
and Unlike," in which she was a favorite. 

Wallack's Theater, in early May, was presenting "The 
Iron Chest," "The Merchant of Venice," "The Wife," "Don 
Caesar de Bazan," and other favorites with J. W. Wallack 
in the leading roles and his support drawn from the mem- 
bers of one of the best stock companies New York has ever 
known. Wallack's had had a fair season, aided by E. A. 
Sothern, who that year appeared for the first time under 
his own name; Matilda Heron; and John Brougham, who 
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was losing money at the Bowery Theater faster than he 
could make it by appearing as a star. It was a season when 
many great names were in the making. There was Jeffer- 
son, beginning to attract attention, and Barrett. If a theater- 
goer had not wished to see the "hope of the living drama" 
in May, 1857, he might have chosen, in addition to the 
offerings of Miss Keene and Wallack's and the Broadway 
Theater, "Fate, or, The Children of Love," at the Bowery; 
"Cleopatra, or, The Battle of Actium," at the National; 
and, at Barnum's American Museum, a play called "Neigh- 
bor Jackson," which had to do with a runaway slave. 

Or he might have gone to a minstrel show, to any of 
many minstrel shows. One visited Burton's discarded thea- 
ter in Chambers Street, where Edward Eddy "Hi, Eddie 
Eddy Eddie Eddy Eddie Eddy Eddie Eddy!" they used 
to yell at him on the Bowery, until even their brass throats 
wore out was making out none too well. In that season 
one might have seen plays in which the topics of the day, 
"slavery, Mormonism, spiritualism, returned Mexican vol- 
unteers, crime waves in the cities, the horrible financial 
crisis" * were uppermost. 

Then Booth came, and Booth was beautiful. "A slight, 
pale youth, with flowing black hair, soft brown eyes full 
of tenderness and gentle timidity, a manner mixed with 
shyness and quiet repose," as Barrett describes him- He 
took his place "with no air of conquest or self-assertion 
and gave his directions with a grace and courtesy which 
have never left him." Who could stand against him in a 

* George C, D. Odell: "Annals of the New York Stage." Columbia 
University Press, New York, 1927-31. 
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day when, as Crinkle phrases it, they were "a little tired of 
the thunderous and inarticulate genius of the giants"? 
"Stalwartism was overdone. Why not let in the milder 
muse, with poetry and rhythm and thought and sweep 
away the stage for a new setting?" 

The theatergoers were ready for the change, as we have 
seen. They read with interest advance descriptions of Edwin 
Booth and, on the evening of May 4, 1857, flocked to see 
what the elder Booth had left them, what Burton had 
brought to cap his season. 

They drove to Broadway and Bond Street in their best 
carriages, to see Booth. The gentlemen were at their most 
gallant and the ladies at their loveliest. New Yorkers had 
already in those days the habit of gathering in force outside 
theaters to watch die gentry enter, and they gathered that 
evening. And the humbler patrons of the drama were there, 
too, to say nothing of the critics. It was "a very crowded 
and intelligent audience" which saw the new Richard, 
played by a young actor whom the "Herald" found "slight^ 
handsome and active." He captivated the crowd from the 
moment of his first appearance; his voice, while powerful, 
was thrillingly musical. "An unqualified triumph," the 
"Herald's" reviewer wrote that night, scribbling for the 
next day's paper. The acting was remarkable for its "free- 
dom and boldness." But it suggested "his father at every 
turn of phrase" and, in the considered opinion of the critic, 
was noticeable for its lack of the "scoffing, sardonic, humor- 
ous mockery" suitable to the role. 

Booth said afterward that his early performances, par- 
ticularly in Richard, were just so many awkward imitations 
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of his father. He had been trying for upward of five years 
to eliminate the vestiges of his father's method which still 
clung to his, and he had been only partly successful. Never- 
theless it hurt to find that his failure to create his own 
technique was so palpable that even a "cricket" (Booth 
usually called them "crickets" and talked of their "chirp- 
ing") could notice it. There was bitter as well as sweet in 
the "Herald's" notice. That of the "Tribune" also was 
mixed, for the reviewer of that dignified journal found 
Booth a "most unequal actor." He explained: 

His fine, careful acting in one scene is no guaranty that he 
will not walk feebly through the next and let it go by default. 
He omits many opportunities for making technical points and 
slips over many sentences which, in other hands, have seldom 
failed to gain the audible approval of the house; but, on the 
other hand, when he takes up a favorite scene with the resolve 
to make it a sensation, all his tameness instantly vanishes and 
he renders the passage with a vigorous truthfulness which 
startles his audience into wild enthusiasm and brings down a 
perfect storm of applause. 

Edwin, comparing these reviews, may have suspected 
that the "Tribune" reviewer was most pleased with pre- 
cisely those passages which had led the "Herald's" critic 
to see him as a copy of his father. He disappointed the 
"Herald," which wanted a change, but failed to satisfy 
the "Tribune," which hated to see the good old "points" 
go unappreciated. But they agreed that he had at least the 
physical basis for great acting the physical beauty, the 
"rich, sonorous voice of unusual compass and flexibility." 
The "Tribune" reviewer was, summing it all up, "disposed 
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to look upon him as one o the most promising of all the 
horde of 'young American tragedians' of this latter day." 
Running through the notices, one detects, for all their 
gravity, an undercurrent of feeling that something out of 
the ordinary had happened. 

Booth's critics did not realize, nor, in all probability, 
did Booth himself, that in this acting with its irregularity 
they were seeing a conflict between old methods and new. 
The thunders which Booth had heard through the keyhole 
of his father's dressing-room echoed in him; in him, too, 
flashed the more subtle lightning of the new ways. He real- 
ized what he was doing, but not its implications. He was 
deliberately playing "down"; the passages that the "Tribune" 
saw him as "slipping through" were those in which he was 
adopting the conversational tone that was slowly finding 
its way to the realistic stage but had not yet gained a foot- 
hold on the slippery heights of poetic tragedy. That it never 
really gained a foothold, perhaps never will gain it, is be- 
side the point. The old mountains are not now frequently 
attempted, being too slippery for modern methods, but an 
art as a whole may gain from a study of the technique even 
of failure. 

That his was a conscious effort toward a new method 
and a definite split with the elder "ranters" is made appar- 
ent in a letter written to him by Mary Devlin at about this 
time. 2 In it she wrote that "the conversational, colloquial 
school" he desired to adopt was "the only true one for the 
present d^y," adding, however, the caution that "too much 

2 From "Edwin Booth, Letters to His Daughter and His Friends." 
Compiled by Edwina Booth Grossman. The Century Co., New York, 
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is dangerous/* There was Miss Heron who to Mary seemed 
to be carrying it to an extreme and giving "too much Mrs. 
John Smith." The letter is one of many the two young 
actors exchanged after they had met in the South; letters 
filled, for the most part, with grave discussion of acting. 
They had evidently been discussing at length just the point 
that so bothered Edwin's first critics. Richard III is not, of 
course, among the rfiles in which this method can be used 
to its best advantage. If it had been, Junius Booth would 
hardly have chosen it as his favorite. 

Edwin had a better chance to exercise restraint in the 
r61es of Hamlet and lago, which he also acted during his 
first engagement. He appeared in "Richelieu," and as Sir 
Giles Overreach, Shylock, Lear, Romeo, Claude Melnotte 
in "The Lady of Lyons," Sir Edwin Mortimer, Petrucchio, 
St. Pierre in "The Wife" a favorite of that day's trage- 
diansas the Stranger and as Brown-Smith in "Little Tod- 
dlekins." That last was played for his benefit. His repeated 
appearances served to increase his popularity and he was 
something of a sensation for three weeks. He did not play 
every night; on one occasion, while he rested, Young Heng- 
ler, a "rope vaulter from Niblo's," filled in and played 
Hamlet for a night only. Young Hengler took it quite seri- 
ously, in which respect he was quite alone. Possibly Burton 
thought the contrast would be amusing; no doubt it was. 
Burton was making money and in a mood to be amused. 
Booth played until May 26, the engagement having been 
extended by ten days. Then he went to the road, touring 
for a good part of the summer. 
...& 
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He returned to the Metropolitan in August, opening 
with Sir Giles. Of this performance the "Herald" remarked: 

Mr. Booth's Sir Giles is one of his very best impersona- 
tions and he treads close upon the footsteps of his father, whose 
performance in the last act we have never seen equalled. Mr. 
Edwin Booth has the same electric flashes, the same marked 
inequalities, and achieves almost the same triumphs. He is 
an actor whose rise has been almost without parallel and who, 
as we have said before, has his future in his own hands. 

In the last act of "A New Way to Pay Old Debts" Sir 
Giles is undone, his wicked schemes are frustrated, and he 
falls dramatically in a fit. The play is not a reticent one, 
Jtmius probably got out of it all there was in it, and more, 
and his method could hardly be improved upon. The only 
way to improve upon "A New Way to Pay Old Debts" is 
that which time has adopted. Booth played a week on this 
occasion and went back to touring, wisely using his New 
York recognition to solidify his success on the road. The 
canny actor of those days neglected neither. Booth was fol- 
lowed at the Metropolitan by James E. Murdoch and then 
by Charlotte Cushman, who was heavier than she had been. 

He wandered that winter and returned in the spring 
to act, in April, at the Metropolitan once more. "He follows 
implicitly the old school of acting," the "Herald" assured 
its readers. He went to Wallack's a few weeks later and 
again drew crowds. Times were still bad, but the theater 
business was picking up. In that year Joseph Jefferson was 
definitely proclaimed a man of genius. And in that year, 
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also, Boucicault's "The Poor of New York" was first pro- 
duced at Wallack's which was that season, as in the season 
preceding, under the management of William Stuart and 
ran for more than a month. Fourteen theaters were open. 

Booth's tours, which it would be profitless to follow in 
detail even were the records complete, took him to North 
and South, to East and West. His began to have the ap- 
pearance of an assured success. He no longer feared that he 
would be forced to take advantage of Miss Keene's still 
open offer, and he began to reach a financial position which 
made marriage thinkable. The correspondence with Mary 
deepened in feeling, no doubt; both grew excited as it 
seemed they would not have to wait much longer. 

We may pass over the years between the spring of 1858 
and that of 1860, thinking only that they saw Booth's slowly 
increasing prestige, a mellowing of his art, a gradual escape, 
both in method and in the public view, from the shadow of 
his dead father. He then, also, began to turn his mind to 
the plays he acted and to think of adding to the playing 
versions of Shakspere some of the many beauties pruned 
by earlier actors. But he was not yet to have an opportunity 
to work out these ideas with anything like freedom. 
* Mary came up to New York toward the end of this 
period. Then, on June 30, 1860, her lover wrote a happy 
letter to a friend, Captain Richard F. Gary. The day had 
come, was coming. "Fear, hope, regret, bliss, love, etc.," 
agitated the heart of the writer. "This day week," he wrote, 
" 'young Edwin' is no more. A sober, steady, pater-f amilias 
will then . . ." and then, before he finished the sentence, a 
hand-organ in the street began to play "Love Not" and he 
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was so upset by it that he broke off. He was going to be 
happy . . * and married in a week. 

Nothing intervened. On July 7, Mary and Edwin were 
married in the home of the Rev. Samuel Osgood at 118 
West Eleventh Street, in New York City. John Wilkes 
Booth and Adam Badeau, later a general on Grant's staff 
and still later Grant's biographer, were witnesses. Some 
weeks before, Mary had made her last appearance on the 
stage. 

They took rooms at the Fifth Avenue Hotel on the 
corner of Twenty-third Street and the avenue. 

Booth liked acting, but not the actor's life. To go upon 
the stage, to bend his supple body and his melodious voice 
to his wishes, to experiment with new readings and new 
interpretations, to read newspaper praise of his efforts, to 
be looked on admiringly by people he respected, to attain 
a great name these things, except when he was uncom- 
monly depressed, he took delight in. He had, further, a 
wholesome respect for the cash that flowed into his pockets. 
He wrote not a little about the "ducats" and almost always 
coupled news of his receipts with comment on his artistic 
triumphs. He had a healthy appreciation of money an ap- 
preciation to be expected in a youth whose father died, after 
many successes, very close to poverty; whose family was 
never too sure of its financial security and was pretty con- 
stantly looking about for aid. If he could have stayed com- 
fortably at home, going to a near-by theater for regular 
performances, he doubtless would have found his life as 
satisfactory as one subject to dyspepsia and resulting moods 
of melancholy is likely to find it. 
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But that was not, in 1860, the actor's life. There were 
few long, contented runs on Broadway. Booth could not, 
like the modern mime, rent an apartment after a few un- 
certain weeks and settle down for a winter, relatively sure 
of steady and unvaried employment in one spot. New York 
was a center, but only a center. It was not, as for all but a 
few pioneering souls it has become, a circumference as well. 
In 1860 the actor's life was something to give any one pause. 
The traveling salesman, by comparison, led an existence of 
humdrum domesticity; was a fixture, with home and 
fireside. 

-^ An actor, particularly a rising tragedian, must spend 
most of his time on trains and boats, in bad hotels and 
makeshift theaters, in carriages from tavern to show-shop. 
He might stay for some weeks in New York, or even for 
most of a winter. He might stay for briefer periods in Bos- 
ton or Philadelphia. But the actor could not neglect the road. 
Always it stretched before him, with rewards at the end 
and ruts in the path. He enjoyed the comparative rest of a 
New York hotel for a time, then was off again. 

A long train ride and train rides were long, in those 
days took him from New York to the first stop of the 
route. Perhaps it was late in the afternoon before the train 
jerked into a little station. It was usually winter and one left 
the car's stove for a windy platform, and left it for a drafty 
carriage. The hotel was blocks away; perhaps, indeed, the 
town was hardly in sight from the railroad station. It was 
desolate and forbidding, whether the actor were a rising 
young tragedian or no. Perhaps the carriage passed a great 
barn-like building labeled "Opera House" and suggesting 
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at a glance broken floor-boards on the stage and rats in the 
dressing-rooms. The front o the theater would be plastered 
with sheets announcing the arrival of, shall we say, the 
"hope of the living drama." 

But, rattled and tired and cold, the living drama in the 
carriage was hardly hopeful. Would the hotel be as bad as 
it was remembered? Almost always. Would the food be 
heavy and indigestible, leading instantly to a bout of dys- 
pepsia, to headaches and nausea? With hardly a doubt. 
Would the room be cheerless and the water frigid in the 
pitcher, the windows rattling in their frames? Oh, surely I 
And would the hard and bumpy bed reveal, after the first 
ten minutes of repose, certain industrious small occupants 
of beds? The chances were not against it. 

There was the bad dinner to be eaten in the middle of 
the afternoon, if the actor was there by then; and the nap 
to be taken, if circumstances allowed. -Then there was the 
theater, with more drafts and bare board walls and chilly 
dressing-rooms and a stage with a gale sweeping across it. 
Then, for a few hours, was acting lights, applause, cheers, 
perhaps. The accounting came after, and the comfort of a 
check. Then the hotel again and perhaps an early call; 
sometimes, when a long journey intervened, no hotel at 
all, but fitful naps in a straight seat. Bang, batter, jerk, 
over the country-side, to a new town and another theater 
like the one behind; and another hotel, no more inviting; 
and more meals which disturbed the stomach. And so 
on ... and on and on ... perhaps for months broken 
only by the greater comforts of some larger city where the 
population might make a week's stay profitable. 
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A man must have a romantic love o change to endure 
such a life uncomplainingly; he must feel the vagabond, 
the wanderer. He must remember that, not many years 
before, the strolling player had had not even a slow train 
for his transportation; that in many rural districts creaking 
wagons still bore the players to their public. He must fed 
a part of all the storied vagabondia of the theater and dash 
at hardships with an unquenchable spirit. The life itself 
must seem glamorous or be but physical discomfort unbear- 
ably prolonged. 

^ Booth was no vagabond by nature. His feet knew, from 
the first, no itch. Temperamentally, so far as manner of 
life went, he would have been quite content to settle in Bel 
Air, hang up his shingle as cabinet-maker, go home each 
evening to a warm fire in a solid house. And even if he 
had been born with that love of the open road so sedu- 
lously celebrated by snug poets in cozy houses, it might 
well have been shaken out of him by the time he was 
twenty-seven. He had been at it, even then, for fifteen 
years. He had learned enough about bad hotels, when he 
was with his father, to last him a lifetime. He had wan- 
dered far and seen much and trudged through sufficient 
snow-drifts. He was no husky Forrest, but a slender and 
contemplative young man, with a taste for pipe and fire- 
side and loving wife. 

In that last picture the attentive reader may find one 
thing missing. The flowing bowl is forgotten. But Booth 
had not been forgetting it. He had one thing in common 
with the actors of his time, at least: a love for that bowl. 
Already it has been noted how his friends maintained, on 
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that point, a discretion which matched the tall stories told 
by his enemies. His drinking kabits are not important in 
connection with his life generally ; it is not recorded that he 
drank spectacularly enough to make the habit significant 
in his career, except on ane tragic occasion. But he was by 
no means abstemious beflSe his marriage, and Mary used 
all her influence, for a nme ^successfully, to curb what to- 
gether they called his "ffeviL" 

His drinking prior to his masriage had been sporadic. 
His friends, when they did not hear from him regularly, 
feared the worst and looked about anxseusly for their young 
tragedian, fearing to find him reeling/ JChey often did, as 
witness a note from Adam Badeau, a gendeman of high 
ideals, written about a year before Booth's marriage. "Tis 
likely as not you are on. a spree " Badeau wrote chidingly. 
"It is nearly five months since one of your performances of 
this sort and since I have known you you've never missed 
one in that space of time. You might have waited until I 
could car&fjjr you." 

Badeau sp^h^it may be noted, not a little time looking 
after his friend Edwh^. They hitimet not long after Booth's 
first appearance in NewOfork ancPkad struck up a friend- 
ship. Badeau was a serious^Qiinded yonng man, eminently 
fitted f orydie eminence he later\fttained. Hh^iound life real 
and earnest, and God firmly iri^iJis heavenN&ght and 
wrong vere no vague abstractions (fc^Adam Badeau and 

he was inclined torffffeacli'lfwaa his own^eoint of assurance. 

jf^ " 

He wasU litd^rigid but no png^ He might chide Edwin 



in his cuJJS; but he would see hirri safe home and in bed 
and be not too sternly admonishing until the next morning. 
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Badeau with gratified eyes saw his friend's marriage. 
So did all of Booth's circle, to whom the coupling of these 
two seemed ideal. And one of its first results was to 
end those drinking bouts which had worried others be- 
sides Badeau. The two youngsters nestled cozily in their 
rooms. 

There was a heavy bearskin before the fireplace and 
upon it, as autumn came on, Booth lay at full length, sup- 
porting his head on his hands, leaning his weight on his 
elbows. He stared down at a book, although he seldom 
needed it. Mary sat near by in a low chair. Then for hours 
on end, and with such interruptions as we may guess at, 
Edwin read his parts to Mary's cues, trying new readings, 
seeking to build up to a new consistency in his interpreta- 
tions of the r61es of Hamlet and Richelieu and lago. He 
and Mary bought a dog and it lay near Booth, looking up 
now and then to see that all went well, and then dreaming 
peacefully to the music of the two voices. 

For the first months the two young people seldom went 
out. Now and then there was a dinner at the Century Club, 
where writers and artists were to be found; now and then 
such a friend as Badeau happened in. And once the great 
dog, careening through the hotel dining-room where the 
two were by accident dining at a table with a young woman 
not long in New York and friendless, leaped on his mistress 
with vast delight and upset the table into the stranger's lap. 
It was disconcerting. Edwin, shy with strangers, withdrew 
into himself and glared at the dog. Mary was all quick 
apology, and Lillian Woodman, who had looked with 
longing eyes at the young tragedian and his fortunate wife, 
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restrained herself from kissing the offending dog before 
every one. 

Lillian had seen Edwin months before in Boston and 
worshiped him from afar. She was a properly brought up 
young lady, so she did not write him, as so many did; it 
was not for Lillian Woodman to suggest a,rendezvous on 
a corner near the theater, like one Mable; nor to send him 
a lock of her pretty hair for remembrance* sake. Lillian 
merely looked. But some day, she told herself with school- 
girl optimism, she would know this beautiful and thrilling 
young actor. She may have been a trifle taken aback when 
she discovered him married, but one look at Mary elimi- 
nated jealousy. Lillian was free then to romanticize the two 
happily and to wish, wish, wish that something would hap- 
pen to bring them together. She patted the dog as restrain- 
edly as her intense appreciation of its efforts would allow, 
and assured Mary that it really made no difference and that 
her dress was not really ruined. 

Mary may have been a little lonely, too, knowing few 
girls of her own age in the city. At any rate, she and Lillian 
were friends in a moment and after a time Lillian was 
actually allowed to visit the Booths in their rooms, to see 
Edwin on his bearskin rug before the fire and to hear his 
voice as he read the appeals of Romeo. Lillian did not mind 
that another was Juliet. She was delighted to be there. 

She was still more delighted when the Booths began 
in the autumn to have more social engagements and she 
was included. She met Badeau and Gary, perhaps, and John 
Wilkes, who was in town now and then for a few days at 
a time, although he was playing chiefly in the South. She 
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may have met Booth's friend, Dave Anderson, who was 
on from California and acting with Julia Dean Hayne in 
"The Lady of Lyons" and heard Anderson and his young 
friend talk of the wild yesterdays. Perhaps she met Asia 
Booth, who had become Mrs. John Sleeper Clarke very re- 
cently. And it was not long before Lillian met, at a small 
party, Thomas Bailey Aldrich, poet and wit and editor; a 
shining, loved boy, prized in conversation. Whatever senti- 
mental feeling may have been mixed with her adulation of 
Edwin Booth vanished, then, and betook itself elsewhere. 
She has described it all, most charmingly, in a book called 
"Crowding Memories." It is signed by Mrs. Thomas Bailey 
Aldrich. 

Booth had, at last, precisely the life he was best fitted 
for. He could lie before a fire and read and smoke; he had 
near him some one to whom his profession was of great 
personal concern, who lived largely, one suspects, for his 
art. Mary had a vast respect for Edwin's art. And a vast 
tenderness. For all his friends, he was a moody, introspec- 
tive young man. He had found now somebody to whom he 
could talk with utter freedom; whose interests were his in- 
terests; who asked nothing better than to sit with him be- 
fore the fire and read Shakspere, discussing interpretation, 
joining with him in plans for the future. The strain of ad- 
justment to the outside world, always great for Booth, les- 
sened. It must often have been difficult for him to leave the 
rooms, even for the short trip to the theater. But an actor 
needs must act. 

When he went back to the stage it was to the Winter 
Garden, which was really Burton's Metropolitan Theater 
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usually called Burton's New Theater to distinguish it from 
the Chambers Street houserenamed. Stuart, no longer 
connected with Wallack's, had joined Boucicault in taking 
over the lease o the playhouse at Bond and Broadway. 
Boucicault, nothing if not versatile, had seen to the decora- 
tions himself, and the interior was generally considered 
very beautiful. The acoustics had not been helped and the 
sight lines were not what they had been, but no one thought 
of that. The managers had been a year at it, opening the 
season before Booth's marriage. Jefferson had been a star 
there much of the year, appearing in "The Octoroon," 
which opened on December 5, 1859, and played some two 
months on its first attempt. Boucicault had written it quite 
by himself for that assiduous collaborator a rare accom- 
plishment. 

Laura Keene had put on "Our American Cousin," Tom 
Taylor's play which is chiefly remembered now for its con- 
nection with a national catastrophe, and had made so much 
money at it that she began to sparkle all over with dia- 
monds. Jefferson, observing with an amused eye, speculated 
whether they were new friends or old ones returned. She 
sparkled .more than ever in November of 1860, when she 
offered an extravaganza, not unlike the modern revue in 
some respects, which was called "The Seven Daughters of 
Satan." It seems to have been concerned chiefly with the 
daughters. 

It was in that month, on the twenty-sixth, that Booth 
appeared first after his marriage, opening with "Hamlet" 
at the Winter Garden. Mary stood in the wings or sat in 
her box and repeated the lines over to herself as he read 
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them. The "Herald," on this occasion, thought him too 
violent, E. G. P. Wilkins, its dramatic critic, standing firmly 
by the official "Herald" theoiy that he was a very old- 
fashioned actor. Mr. Wilkins advised melodrama for him, 
as Stuart had advised it five years before for Forrest. But 
the reviewer was better pleased when he turned to "Riche- 
lieu," which was not generally counted as melodrama. 

For the first time, now, Edwin found himself in direct 
rivalry with Forrest. The old thunderer came back to New 
York after almost four years; he had last played there in 
the winter preceding Booth's debut. Most of the time he had 
been in retirement at Philadelphia. He opened in Septem- 
ber at Niblo's, playing three times a week. He played Ham- 
let three weeks, nine performances, and followed it with 
Lear for three weeks; then Othello. Thus he spread twenty- 
seven performances out to October 26 and gave himself 
intervals of rest. After playing Hamlet, Lear, and Othello 
over again, one after the other, he continued with Macbeth, 
Richard III, Richelieu, Rolla, and Jack Cade, running 
through into March. He played to good houses, and the 
management's problem was in finding something to present 
on his off nights. It proved difficult; once, Professor Odell re- 
ports, a "world renowned horse tamer" was resorted to, and 
again "Anderson, the Great Wizard of the North," filled in. 

When Booth began in opposition, after Forrest had 
been on two months, he met the issue fairly. After Hamlet, 
which Forrest had played earlier, he continued with Shy- 
lock, Sir Edward Mortimer, Don Caesar, Richard III, Riche- 
lieu, and Sir Giles. The critics had opportunity for direct 
comparison. There, on the one hand, was Forrest's roaring 
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Hamlet; on the other, Booth's quieter and more thoughtful 
prince. Each wore the robes of Richelieu. To Forrest's 
hoarse Othello was matched the subtle wickedness of Booth's 
lago. It is something of a pity, indeed, that those two in- 
terpretations were not brought together on the same stage. 
It is reported that such a plan was once advanced, and that 
Forrest snorted. 

The older generation of playgoers was faithful to 
Forrest. Now, when the elder recall the good old days, 
Edwin Booth is certain to be among their memories and, 
as they measure others by his stature, sneers are usually the 
portion of the moderns. So, in 1860, those who looked back 
were faithful to the great native American who shook the 
scenery with his voice. They smiled in pity at those who 
followed the sentimentality of a new hero. Those who 
turned to Booth were the younger: they found poetry there, 
and culture and no insistence upon the rough, wholesome 
virtues. "They would accept the Himalayas if they were 
gilded," wrote Crinkle, cattily epigrammatic. 

Booth left his success for a few weeks in mid-season 
and dashed off to Philadelphia to play with Miss Cushman 
in "Macbeth." He was back on January 21 and remained 
until the season was almost over, playing to good houses. 
Miss Cushman returned to tell of her bon mot. She had 
observed, in playing with him, Booth's refined and very 
intellectual conception of the character of Macbeth. She had 
"begged him to remember that Macbeth was the grand- 
father of all Bowery ruffians." The Forrest supporters 
smiled over that and those of Booth were not displeased. 
They were a trifle sensitive about Bowery ruffians. 
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Booth heard the story and when next he saw Julia 
Ward Howe in Boston (she was fond of the young actor 
and his bride) told her that when Miss Cushman's Lady 
Macbeth was urging him on to murder he had struggled 
with an impish desire to inject: "Why don't you kill him? 
You are a great deal bigger than I am." She was, un- 
fortunately. The critics had noticed it and commented, 
promptly. There was then no glossing over such disasters. 
Somebody had watched Forrest in Hamlet and had gone 
off to write that there was far too much of him for the 
role. "Half of him could play it," commented the reviewer, 
unkindly truthful. 

Having met Forrest on equal terms and come off well, 
but being unsatisfied with his own work and not indifferent 
to the criticisms of it, Booth felt that the next step was to 
broaden his experience. He felt, as so many young artists 
then and later have felt, that the trouble with him was 
America. He wrote to Gary that he was considering a trip 
to Europe in search of art. He wanted to study and inhale 
enough of it to vivify his future productions with "some- 
thing of the true and the beautiful." "Art degenerates even 
below the standard of a trade in America," he bewailed, 
raising even then no new cry, and continued: 

I can go traveling through this country for perhaps five 
years longer, and make a great deal of money, but money is 
not what I want nor position, either, unless I can feel the 
consciousness of deserving it. Fortune has placed me in (for 
my years) a high and, many think, an enviable position, but 
I feel the ground tremble beneath my feet and I am perfectly 
aware that unless I aim at a -larger circumference than the 
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rim of the almighty dollar (which one can't help in America) 
111 go down eye deep in the quicksand of popular favor. 

And to this he adds, with evident joy, that he had taken 
in fifteen hundred dollars in "one little week." And again 
he commented, still to Gary, "I've had the best people and 
the entire press yields me the palm, particularly in Ham- 
let," and "my mark is made here, and with the best people 
too. I'll draw like a blister the next visit." That was from 
New York, where the almighty dollar ruled and the quick- 
sand of public favor tugged with particular force. 

He was delighted, though, when an offer came to ap- 
pear at the Haymarket in London. He could go to London, 
where the artist was honored, where the almighty dollar 
did not rule. "It is the grand turning point in my career," 
he assured Gary. "I look forward with a heart full of hope 
that I may achieve all that you desire of me." 

Gary desired the best for him, but Gary had other 
things to think of. Sumter had been fired upon; the war 
was about them. Gary, Captain Gary, was leaving for the 
front. "Stick to the flag, Dick," Booth wrote him, "as I in- 
tend to, though far away," Gary stuck to the flag until he 
died under it. Booth sailed to stick to it ... in London. 
He was no warrior. 
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VI 

THE SEARCH FOR ART 



ALTHOUGH BOOTH HAD MADE STRIDES IN HIS PROFESSION BY 

1861, he was still catalogued by the critics as "promising." 
His was not an overnight leap into fame, notwithstanding 
all the elements which favored him. Very young actors did 
not, in those days, so quickly advance to the top largely, 
of course, because what has come to be known as "type- 
casting" was not then commonly resorted to. Particularly 
of the tragedian was variety demanded. He must be able to 
do Lear one night and lago the next, with Hamlet to come 
after. And then, possibly, he would be asked to take part 
in one of those frolics allowed tragedians and play a 
Mr. Brown-Smith for his benefit. 

Under such requirements a handsome person and a 
pleasant voice were not enough, nor could the measure be 
filled by the addition of a few mannerisms. It was not pos- 
sible, either, for a tragedian to become famous through the 
simple personation of himself. A day of long runs and 
realistic characterization has simplified matters for all but 
the best of the moderns as it was never simplified for any 
one seventy-five years ago. Not then could a pretty litde 
girl with an individual manner of pursing her mouth leap 
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into stardom in an evening; nor did a quaint way of carry- 
ing the head assure success for the aspiring young man. 
We have lost and gained by the change: greater charm 
and youthfulness finds its way to the stage of 1932, but 
less sound acting. 

Booth would not, however many trips he might make 
abroad in an effort to imbue his art with truth and beauty, 
be fully acknowledged as the greatest Hamlet of his day 
until he was already somewhat too old to play the part 
without a wig. It was generally admitted by the time of 
his first European visit, however, that he had everything 
but experience; it was even admitted that, in certain rSles, 
he was already near the top of his prof ession J He went 
to England with a reputation; he hoped to increase and 
refine it there, entering the lists on his return as a "young 
tragedian" no longer, but a full-fledged knight, wearing his 
mistress's colors proudly. 

In London he signed a contract with J. B. Buckstone, 
lessee of the Theater Royal, Haymarket, and spent some 
weeks looking over London, with Mary on his arm. He 
does not seem to have liked the city as well as he had 
expected. 

On Saturday, September 21, 1861, the London "Times" 
carried in one of its long, closely printed columns, an 
advertisement which promised: 

Mr. Edwin Booth from the principal American theaters, 
son of Mr. Booth, contemporary with the Elder Kean, will 
make his first appearance at this theater on Monday, Sep- 
tember 30, in the character of Shylock in Shakespeare's play 
The Merchant of Venice. 
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By Monday the advertisement had been altered to read 
"his first appearance in England." 

The advertisement also promised an excellent com- 
pany and explained that Mr. Charles Mathews would con- 
tinue during the engagement o the young tragedian, 
playing "The Soft Sex" on Booth's off nights. Booth 
appeared, at first, on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. 
Considerable curiosity was aroused by the announcement, 
particularly since London had not yet entirely forgotten 
Forrest, who with his booming voice had been not a little 
of a sensation. 

Booth had not, however, gone at a very propitious time. 
The animosity which existed between England and the 
United States during most of the Civil War was already 
beginning, and the English were not predisposed to think 
kindly of any one from the States. Then, too, Booth had 
gone into the wrong theater; he always went into the 
wrong theater, whenever possible. For some years the Hay- 
market had not been connected in the mind of the public 
with classic drama, and the public mind was not quick 
to change. Shylock was, moreover, probably the last r61e 
the American actor should have essayed for his beginning: 
he never liked the part particularly; he never felt either 
that he was fitted for it or that he entirely understood it. 
Buckstone, for reasons of his own, insisted that "The 
Merchant" be first produced, and Booth agreed somewhat 
unwillingly. 

The engagement began as scheduled on Monday, Sep- 
tember 30. The "Times" of the next day commented as 
follows: 
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Mr. Edwin Booth, who last night made his first appear, 
ance as Shylock in The Merchant of Venice, scarcely corre- 
sponded to the current prediction that he would prove an actor 
of the "fiery, impulsive school." Those who, on the strength of 
this intimation, expected that old-fashioned rant which still has 
its admirers must have been grievously disappointed at witness- 
ing his very steady and well considered performance. Only in 
the scene which follows the discovery of Jessica's elopement does 
he let go the reins of passion, but even here he retains all 
his old self command and, in spite of the force with which 
he expresses his resentment of the injuries he has received and 
his resolution to take speedy vengeance, he never leads one to 
expect that the artist will be merged in the character he repre- 
sents. . . . 

That Mr. Booth will awaken the sort of admiration which 
approximates to surprise is not to be expected, if Shylock 
is to be taken as a sample of his powers. But as a judicious 
actor, gifted with an excellent voice and an expressive counte- 
nance, which he turns to good account, he fully merited 
the hearty applause with which he was received last night. 

This tolerant half-praise was not what Booth had hoped 
for, nor were the half-filled houses. He hoped against hope 
that enthusiasm would increase, and meanwhile played Sir 
Giles Overreach for his fourth performance. The "Times" 
looked at it and remarked: 

By his performance of Sir Giles Overreach in A New 
Way to Pay Old Debts, Mr. Edwin Booth has confirmed the 
impression made by his Shylock. He is still the sensible actor, 
with a good voice and no small knowledge of routine; and 
there are portions of the character he brings into high relief 
by remarkable vigor and truthfulness. 
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The critic added that Mr, Booth had again been hon- 
ored with "considerable applause." 

Booth played Sir Giles on Wednesday of that week 
and Shylock on Friday, and the next week he repeated 
performances of the two characters. During the week fol- 
lowing he did nothing at all, except visit London, make 
acquaintances, and take Mary to the Towerunless, to be 
sure, he had done that earlier. He liked London less and 
less. He found the people sunk deeply in their ancient ways 
and lacking the American instinct for change. That habit 
of the national mind he believed to be, partly at least, re- 
sponsible for the lukewarmness of his reception. 

When he returned to the Haymarket in the following 
week he played Richard III on Monday and the "Times" 
appears not to have paid any attention to it whatever, over- 
looking at the same time the productions of "Fitzsmythe 
of Fitzsmythe Hall" and "Fish Out of Water" the latter 
probably a monologue which were offered as afterpieces. 
The "Times" was not even interested when he repeated 
Richard on the following day. He played five days that 
week, returning to Sir Giles on Wednesday and to Shy- 
lock, for which Mr. Buckstone seems to have had a passion, 
on Thursday and Friday. The next week he repeated 
"Richard" and "The Merchant" and then offered 
"Richelieu," which for eleven years had not been seen in 
London. And with "Richelieu," at last, he struck it. 

He struck it, to be sure, more in the hearts of the 
populace than in the cool gray minds of the critics. By his 
second appearance it was evident, even to his manager, that 
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it was with the Bulwer-Lytton play that he should have 
begun. The crowd, which had remained indifferent to 
Shakspere and had not even risen to the brightly colored 
fly of "A New Way to Pay Old Debts," was delighted with 
the slightly meretricious grandeur of Lytton's cardinal. The 
box-office was not exactly stormed, even so, but it was filled 
with the comforting clink of silver. Buckstone decided in- 
stantly to play "Richelieu" for the rest of the engagement, 
and this he did until Booth quit on November 9. 

The "Times" did not, however, change its tone. 
Although it did not review the play until the appeal to the 
paying theatergoers had been proved, its dignity was supe- 
rior to such considerations. It admitted: 

There is much that is meritorious in Mr. Edwin Booth's 
performance of Cardinal Richelieu in Sir E. B. Lytton's play, 
He has formed a general conception of the prematurely old 
man, still under the influence of strong passion; he sustained 
the character with dignity and he perfectly knows the telling 
points to be made. 

But 

that there is a comic side to the great cardinal, as depicted 
by Sir E, B, Lytton, that he can be playfully gallant with 
Marion, banter with Joseph, and even chuckle over Baradas 
in the plenitude of the favorite's power, he does not seem 
aware and, therefore though there is plenty of force in his 
delineation, it somewhat lacks variety. He appears to the most 
advantage where there is no doubt of earnestness of purpose 
and his more powerful scenes find manifest favor with the 
audience. 
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The most powerful of those powerful scenes was, of 
course, the curse. It was always one of Booth's most mag- 
nificent efforts. Booth was not a tall man, but in his red 
robes he seemed majestic. "He was a physical giant, stately 
and statue-like," Otis Skinner remembers, having seen 
Booth years later and played with him. He seemed, accord- 
ing to the general report, to be about seven feet tall when 
he drew around the form of the girl under his protection 
"the awful circle of our solemn church." 

It is always unwise to go behind stage illusion. The 
trees of the forest are, we know, canvas; the crown of the 
king is probably only gilt paper; certainly his jewels are 
glass. The engine which bears down on the pinioned hero? 
A "flat" supported from behind by stage-hands. Too much 
study of the mechanics of illusion gets us nowhere. But the 
trick of Booth's stature, particularly since "Richelieu" is no 
longer being played, is too amusing to pass over. The simple 
fact is that when he launched the curse Booth was, if not 
seven feet tall, well over six. 

He wore, of course, robes which trailed the ground. 
As he stood to begin the curse he rose slowly on his toes, 
his feet being concealed under the robes. And as he rose, 
every one else on the stage sank to his knees. The old 
cardinal seemed, so, to be magnified by the power of the 
Church which spoke through him; all others were lessened 
in stature as they knelt within the shadow of mighty Rome. 
It was magnificent. The audience gasped and, when the 
spell was broken, cheered. It seemed like a miracle, and 
they told their friends, who hastened to see it. From the 
beginning until his retirement from the stage, Richelieu 
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was one of Booth's most successful parts and one always 
in demand. 

Perhaps if he had played it from the first in London 
his success there his solid success, at any rate might have - 
been far greater. It will be noted that he did not appear at 
all as Hamlet, the r61e which shared with Richelieu the 
greatest popular favor and which was in later years to be 
connected indissolubly with his name. It was already so 
connected in his own country, where Shylock was righdy 
considered one of his less successful impersonations. His 
reason for avoiding Hamlet in the engagement which he 
had at the start believed so significant in his professional 
career is not entirely clear. 

It may be, however, that Buckstone felt London was 
having at the moment all the Hamlet it could stand. At 
the Royal Princess Theater, in opposition to Booth, Charles 
Fechter was playing, in his blond wig, which is generally 
spoken of as red. And that wig had London by the ears. 

Fechter, who was not to come to the United States 
until some years later, was then at the height of his fame. 
He played other r61es, to be sure, Othello being a favorite, 
but it is his Hamlet which is remembered. It was marked 
by great fire and a French accent, as well as by the wig. 
Fechter was born in London, but his mother was French 
and his father German. He was educated in Paris. His 
greatest triumphs as a tragedian were attained in English- 
speaking countries. He had notable originality in his read- 
ings, and vast force, but it was his wig which 'Caused the 
greatest excitement when he appeared in London. Always 
before, Hamlet had been a dark and somber figure, prefer- 
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ably with long black hair. Fechter appealed to ethnology. 
Hamlet was a Dane, was he not? And the Danes were 
blond, were they not? Ergo? 

Ergo, as it happened, Fechter made a sensation. Prob- 
ably Booth would have gained nothing by the presentation 
of his subtle, outwardly conventional Hamlet, against that 
wig. He did it later, but the time was not yet. 

All in all, the trip was anything but what had been 
hoped for it. The artist did not, on the whole, seem to be 
welcomed with much greater understanding in London 
than in the United States. He had learned something, too, 
of the world's economic preoccupations. The almighty sov- 
ereign in England matched America's almighty dollar. 
There were not so many sovereigns as there had been 
dollars, which was no intrinsic advantage. The eye for the 
main chance which he felt was the sharpest eye possessed 
by the theater-managers of New York was no sharper than 
the same eye in the head of the Londoner. He had had bad 
productions at the Haymarket, with inadequate casts; the 
Haymarket was, moreover, the wrong theater. The English 
hostility to all things American was much mentioned by 
his stanch defenders. It must be admitted, however, that 
that antipathy did not extend to the next occupant of the 
old theater, E. A. Sothern in "Our American Cousin." 
Sothern and his built-up r&le of Dundreary were tremen- 
dously popular. 

Booth went to tour the provinces, both sore and wor- 
ried. He had fair success there and no less a beginner than 
Henry Irving, who supported him in Manchester, reports 
that "he was a star which floated across our horizon, 
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bright, brilliant, buoyant, alert, full o vigor and the fire 
of genius." Irving did not say it at the time, to be sure, 
but years after and under circumstances calculated to bring 
out the most generous words. Booth returned to London 
after a few weeks, spurred by fears for his young wife. 

Mary had not accompanied him to the provinces. She 
had not even been able, during the final weeks of his Lon- 
don engagement, to sit in her box and say over to herself 
the lines her husband was speaking. On December 9 she 
bore a daughter to the young tragedian and the child was 
named Edwina. "Thank God all is well. A daughter," 
Booth cabled Lillian Woodman at his wife's request. And 
all was well; 

They remained in London several months while Mrs. 
Booth gained strength. Edwin wrote Gary that the autumn 
would find them in Boston again. "A poorer but a wiser 
man than when I left there, but I do not say aught of 
that," he added. He was wiser, much wiser. He had dis- 
covered that in matters of art and dollars there is less dif- 
ference among nations than eager young men think. The 
notion that there was some special appreciation to be found 
abroad, some special abundance of art, does not seem there- 
after to have troubled him. 

When Edwin and Mary crossed to France in the spring 
it was with the tourist's wish to see what was worth seeing. 
Booth did not act there, but he was given a sword which 
Frederic Lemaitre had worn as Ruy Bias. And Mary en- 
gaged Mile. Forrnier, "a voyager auxEtats Unis d'AmMque 
en qualite de bonne d'enfant, aux prix annuette de six cent 
francs par ans, et susceptible d' augmentation" and with very 
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exact stipulation with regard to traveling expenses in both 
directions. That agreement lies now in a trunk at The 
Players, beside a letter from a little girl who sent Booth a 
lock of pretty hair and asked him not to laugh, because, 
at sixteen, she was not very happy. The actor tossed it 
there, as something he wished to save. 

At the time, however, he stowed it away light-heart- 
edly in a trunk as he and Mary packed to return to the 
United States. With Marie a name which seems, in one 
form or another, to be inseparable from the annals of the 
Booth family to care for little Edwina they sailed happily, 
and landed, without incident, at Boston. Mary seemed quite 
to have recovered, although she was never robust. She had 
gained slowly after the birth of her child, but the visit to 
Paris had brightened her eyes and colored her cheeks. 
Edwin looked at her in happy admiration and they looked 
together at young Edwina, wriggling in the arms of the 
bonne d'enfant. They were bound home, and anxious to 
get there. 

They had gladly departed from dark, damp London, 
which had not welcomed them as it might have. They were 
anxious to see their friends again; Edwin looked forward 
to discussing with his younger brother, Wilkes, the details 
of the latter's appearance in New York. He was eager to be 
back again and busy; to prove to all that he was the Booth 
of the Booths. He thought with enthusiasm of his appear- 
ances in his own country, so much more satisfactory than 
those abroad, and to audiences so much more receptive. 

Edwin had been glad to learn, while he was still abroad, 
of Wilkes's appearance in New York his first. The elder 
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brother had been sent newspaper cuttings describing that 
engagement, at Wallack's Theater, which had been taken 
over by Mary Prevost. (Wallack had a new theater,) One 
o the cuttings, snipped from the "Herald" a few months 
before Booth returned, revealed that Wilkes had "displayed 
unmistakable evidence of original talent, often crude in its 
conception, it is true, and unequal in its power of expres- 
sion, but still developing great future promise." The re- 
viewer continued: 

He has had an opportunity of testing before a metro- 
politan audience the abilities which have won him such a 
reputation in the provinces. That he has passed through the 
ordeal with so fair a success is proof that there is the stuff 
in him of a first class tragedian, if he chooses to correct by 
study the extravagances that disfigure his impersonations and 
which, we fear, have been more or less confirmed by undis- 
criminating applause of country audiences. 

Precisely how good an actor John Wilkes Booth was 
before he quit the stage for finance and speculation in oil 
shares has never been a matter of agreement^Winter, who 
may have resented any other talent in the family than his 
beloved Edwin's, thought him not much a crude youngster 
from the provinces, who under favorable conditions might 
have gone some distance, though not to the top. Opposed 
to this view is that of other critics who believed that he 
might have been greater than his brother, if he had lived. 
He, also, was beautiful, with that slightly unreal beauty 
of the actor and the Booth; he, also, had a moving voice. 
He was gayer than his brother and more reckless, on the 
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stage as off. He had much o the dash and fire of his father 
and acted almost as strenuously. 

It may be noted, however, that John Wilkes he was 
called sometimes John and sometimes Wilkes in his family 
and out had, himself, no illusions. He looked up to his 
brother as an artist, with respect that was not lessened by 
the humorous smile with which he paid it. Clara Morris 
once, while playing with him, expressed her admiration 
of his Hamlet. Wilkes shook his head and smiled. "No," 
he said. "No, oh, no! There's but one Hamlet to my mind 
that's my brother, Edwin. You see, between ourselves, he 
is Hamlet melancholy and all." 

*""Y Wilkes was a good friend and faithful brother, and 
popular with all who knew him. Too popular, some said; 
too much the convivial dram-drinker, too much the pursuer 
of pretty ladies. He was both, beyond question. Feminine 
hearts turned to him with enthusiasm, as they turned to 
Edwin. Both handsome youths received, whenever they ap- 
peared, thick sheaves of notes from the susceptible girls of 
the vicinity. The writers urged meetings, begging for even 
the slightest hint that their adoration was accepted, Edwin 
read the notes and smiled, and tossed them into the fire; 
now and then, with faintly malicious humor, he saved the 
more amusing and may have let others into the joke. The 
letters were, it may be added, in all cases signed only with 
Christian names. 

Wilkes was not so Spartan. He made something of a 
name for himself as a lover, in his few years. After he died 
Edwin received several anxious requests from young 
women, who feared they might be compromised, for the 
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return of letters they had written and gifts they had given. 
He loved lightly and well, did Wilkes. It was argued for 
him, however, that he never knowingly deflowered virgins. 

More worrying to his family than his sowing o wild 
oats, however, was the wildness of his political views. He 
had spent the most formative years of his youth in the 
South. Most of his friends were Southern, and all his beliefs. 
Given half a chance he would argue for hours about the 
war, praising the Confederacy, indulging in pseudo-legal 
defenses of the right to secede, painting bright word pic- 
tures of the noble, outnumbered heroes who fought for their 
homes. He was reckless in his remarks, particularly when 
only his family listened. He could, and did, denounce in 
the most violent terms the leaders of the North, beginning 
and ending with the President. 

^ Edwin, who was a stanch Union man, was annoyed. 
He did not wish to argue the matter. He would not listen 
to Wilkes when the latter fumed. Once, to be sure, he went 
so far as to ask why, in the name of all that was con- 
sistent, Wilkes did not go South and fight with his friends 
if he felt so strongly about it. The young man replied that 
he would but that he had promised his mother not to bear 
arms. Edwin snorted and stalked away. 

But the Booths were not really worried. Wilkes had 
always been an excitable young man, prone to shout chal- 
lenges to the trees and assail the underbrush with his saber. 
He had never really done anything and never would do 
anything. A wild boy, but he would grow calmer; every 
one sowed wild oats. He seemed to be settling down seri- 
ously to his profession and no doubt the New York criti- 
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cisms would help him. He had much to learn yet; if he 
set about to learn it he would have less time for women 
and politics and less energy for dram-drinking. 

Edwin was too glad to be at home with Mary and 
the baby to worry greatly about anything. They acquired 
a house in Dorchester, Massachusetts, and remained there 
for a time. Then, in the late summer, they came down to 
New York. Edwin had already negotiated for a season at 
the Winter Garden. He followed Kate Bateman in, begin- 
ning on September 29, 1862, 
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VII 

THE END OF YOUTH 



IF YOU MATTERED IN THE WORLD OF ART OR LITERATURE AND 

lived in New York in the autumn of 1862, it was almost 
inevitable that sooner or later you would be invited to the 
home of Dick Stoddard and his wife, Elizabeth, at Tenth 
Street and Fourth Avenue. Every one who made preten- 
sions then to poetry or to painting or to the legitimate 
drama knew the Stoddards- Richard Henry, the gentle 
poet and journalist, who mixed Italian with the English of 
his rhymes; Elizabeth, who wrote books and gained some 
slight fame as a realist before it was time for realism and 
who was sooner or later heartily detested by all over whom 
she rode rough-shod. 

If you went to the Stoddards' home you met Bayard 
Taylor and E. C, Stedman, who mixed poetry and business, 
Fitz Hugh Ludlow, Launt Thompson, sculptor and erratic 
drunkard, Thomas Bailey Aldrich, who had good family 
and money and infinite charm. You talked and laughed and 
drank wine; perhaps you and the rest swooped down on the 
"studio building" across-town between Fifth and Sixth ave- 
nues, in Tenth Street, where Thompson and many others 
of the circle had rooms. There you found more talk before 
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open fires, more wit flowing from Aldrich, more unantici- 
pated remarks from Mrs. Stoddard, more wine. 

On other nights, perhaps, you would go instead to the 
Century Club. There again you would find the Stoddards 
and the Stedmans and Aldrich and Thompson and the rest. 
There the occasion would perhaps be a dinner for some 
visiting celebrity of a literary cast; there Aldrich would 
charm every one and the wine would flow freely. Wherever 
you went, the talk and the drinking would last far into the 
morning and be most brilliant. There would be talk of the 
latest epigrammatic poem from Aldrich's pen; of the sharp 
criticisms of life in general to be read in Henry Clapp's 
"Saturday Review." After the theater, actors might drop 
in, or even critics. Certain actors, of course. Then the talk 
would turn to the stage, and many witty things would be 
said at the expense of aging Forrest. You would find it 
cultivated, self-conscious, a little precious. 

Fewer amateurs would you discover if, instead of the 
Stoddard circle, your temperament led you to another which 
had its center in Pfaffs Cave, a beer-saloon and cafe, on 
Broadway near Bleecker. There you would find Clapp him- 
self, bearded and mordant, letting the quips fall acidly 
where they might. There you would find, almost certainly, 
Walt Whitman, large and commanding at his chosen place, 
ready to crush the trusting hands of those introduced to 
him. While you waited, Charles B. Seymour, stately and 
likewise bearded drama critic of the New York "Times," 
might stride to the table under the sidewalk reserved for 
the "bohemians." They did not hesitate to call themselves 
that, in 1862. And there, for one more, would be 
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young William Winter, a fledgling writing for Clapp's 
weekly. 

Once you might have seen a serious young man arrive 
rather shyly and wince perceptibly at Whitman's hand- 
shake. You could have seen him sit at the special table and 
smile a rather strained small smile, as of one who suspects, 
politely, that he is in the wrong place. That would have 
been William Dean Howells, looking over New York's 
literary life after a much more satisfactory visit up Boston 
way, where he had seen all the best poets and had been 
dined by them. Howells thought very little of the bohe- 
mians, holding that they were both rough and self-con- 
scious, and probably being unfavorably affected by the 
fumes of beer. The bohemians, on the other hand, thought 
Howells a prig and mimicked him behind his back after 
he had turned it on them and returned to the higher 
thinking of New England. 

Wherever you went you would discover both conver- 
sation and drinking going on with gusto. At the Stoddards* 
and the places they frequented the beverage was wine; at 
the cave it was beer. Everywhere it was plentiful, loosening 
tongues, making wit seem wittier. 

The Booths, wrapped up in themselves in the months 
which immediately followed their marriage, had had little 
or no part in this, although Edwin was a member of the 
Century. They were content together. And Edwin was shy^ 
shrinking from these thoroughly educated gentlemen who 
tossed Latin and Italian and French into their talk as 
into their verses. When he was with them he felt raw, 
school-boyish. He shyly withdrew, so successfully conceal- 
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ing his fear o his fellows as to convince them he was a 
haughty Hamlet too good for the world. 

Two years with Mary had changed him somewhat. 
She was, on the testimony of all who knew her, possessed 
of a genius for friendship. People met Mary once or twice 
and felt that they had never been without knowing her. 
She was not particularly beautiful; she was not unusually 
dever or in any way talented. She was merely extraordi- 
narily lovable. She took people on faith and liked them by 
instinct, as they liked her. She was at home in a world 
to which Booth, and men like Booth, are always a little 
alien. And she was precisely the person best suited to aid 
him in his difficult and the more difficult because not 
consciously realized adjustment to the world outside. She 
could lead him places he could not go alone; her love for 
him and her belief in him could give him confidence he 
never could gain alone. Accustomed to her sympathy, he 
gained tranquillity and confidence. 

He had had time enough by the autumn of 1862 to 
profit by her companionship to the fullest. Those he met 
discovered the change in him; he was no longer the tor- 
tured young Hamlet he had been. And so, for the first time 
in his life, he made friends quickly and with comparative 
ease. 

He was striking enough and interesting enough to 
take his place in the Stoddard circle. He had been for some 
time in correspondence with the Stoddards, the exchange 
having begun with an appreciative letter from one of them 
on his acting. They knew him as a handsome and poetic 
youth wHo was rapidly acquiring fame. He was under 
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thirty, but he was the leading tragedian of his country. 
Behind him was an eventful career. His bizarre boyhood, 
.which had taught him to hold "much of the Hamlet mys- 
tery no more than an idiosyncrasy"; his adventursome early 
twenties in California and Australia; his present success 
these gave a background which led Mrs. Stoddard to con- 
sider him a very interesting young man. 

We find Edwin and his wife, then, suddenly living a 
life quite different from any they had lived. Lillian Wood- 
man no longer saw them, as she had seen them formerly, 
aloof and content to be by themselves. The bear rug was 
deserted. The baby, with its nurse, was securely cared for 
and the Booths were free to play. After a time they began 
to take Lillian with them and the three played much to- 
gether with their artistic friends. After the theater, nowa- 
days, there was usually a party. At first Booth smilingly 
held his graceful hand above his wine-glass when the ser- 
vant would have filled it. Then, and Miss Woodman noted 
it even through her preoccupation with handsome Tom 
Aldrich, he no longer interfered. His glass, which had 
been always empty, was now only sometimes so. 

Meanwhile he was acting Hamlet and Othello and 
Romeo, among others. He was again in conflict with For- 
rest, but this time there was hardly a contest. Many still 
were faithful to the older star, but the new was brighten 
Even the "Herald" found, in reviewing Booth's first appear- 
ance after his return, that his art had been "mellowed and 
refined," although 

Frankly, we still find in him, though in a greatly modified 
degree, many of the defects that impaired the merits of his 
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former performances. When not under the influence of strong 
excitement, he lacks force and dignity, and the management 
of his voice is not always judicious. On the other hand, when 
the interest of the piece is strongly marked, he is generally 
equal to its requirements and at times his genius manifests 
itself in readings of the text which have originality and fresh- 
ness not often to be found in the impersonations of his older 
rivals. His Hamlet is not as even a performance as that of 
Macready or Forrest, but it has merits of its own that recom- 
mend it to people of cultivated taste. 

The cultivated taste of the "Herald's" reviewer was 
even more gratified by Othello, always one of Booth's worst 
parts, Jbut it reported that "so thorough and complete does 
Mr. Booth's disgust for ranting and mere play acting seem 
to be that he seems in danger of running to the opposite 
extreme:' That proved, at any rate, that the "Herald" had 
at last seen the point: Edwin Booth was not one of the 
elder ranters. It must have gratified him. 

Forrest had begun his Hamlet at Niblo's on Septem- 
ber 15 and, a few weeks later, essayed Richelieu. Then 
when, late in October, Booth attempted Romeo, Forrest 
appeared as Claude Melnotte, an equally romantic part. 
Thus did the leading tragedians of the day simultaneously 
and with eager confidence put forward their worst feet. 
Booth was never so bad, not even in comedy, as when 
he essayed the roles of romantic lovers he said once that 
lie "hated the whole tribe of them" and Forrest, whatever 
he may have been twenty years before, was, in 1862, no 
heroic youth. But they continued -this misguided battle 
until Booth concluded his first engagement on November 7. 
...nB 
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Mary was by that time already a little worried. Lillian 
Woodman noticed it and kept her own counsel, although 
she more than suspected the cause. Now and then Mary 
was forced to remark, with yesterday's formality, that Mr. 
Booth was not well that day. 

It is unlikely that the two weeks and more of rest 
that Edwin took, after November 7, added anything to his 
sobriety. Sobriety was difficult enough, in the society he now 
frequented, even when it was imperative that he be in 
condition to play at night. It must have proved far harder 
when his time was his own. It was probably with relief that 
his wife saw him return to the stage on November 24. 

He played through then until December 15, after which 
he and Mary, whose health had not been improved by 
worry, went north to Dorchester. Booth played in Boston 
and, while he was playing, friends in New York were dis- 
appointed to receive a note from Mary asking that every- 
thing they had left behind be shipped to Dorchester. Her 
doctor, she explained, had recommended that she remain 
for the winter in more quiet surroundings and Dorchester 
was quiet. Still they were not greatly concerned about her 
health and confidently expected that when Booth returned 
in February she would come with him, if only for a time. 
That was, indeed, the plan. 

But in the end Booth came alone. The day before they 
were to have started, Mary had sprained a tendon, and the 
injury, while not serious, required quiet. "Take care of 
him,'* Mary wrote privately to Lillian. When their friend 
saw Edwin she understood the reason for this plea. 

The memory of those days was vivid to Mrs. Aldrich 
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when she wrote of them, years afterward but evidently from 
some contemporary record of her own. A glance told them 
all, as he rejoined the New York circle, that the quieter 
life of Boston and its environs had not changed the habits 
of the tragedian, however beneficial it might have proved 
- to his wife. He was nervous, anxious about Mary, whose 
strength did not return, lonely without her. To allay his 
anxiety by the best means he knew was his natural inclina- 
tion, and he yielded to it. When he began to play on Feb- 
ruary 9 it was quickly evident that his discretion was not 
adequate to the emergency. 

There was a hurried consultation among his friends 
and Aldrich and Thompson appointed themselves guard- 
ians. It was secretly resolved that they would never, so far 
as was possible, leave him alone; that, with him, they would 
make every effort to keep him from drinking. For the next 
two weeks or so history curiously inverted itself. The Edwin 
Booth who had once sedulously guarded his father from 
his father's "devil," was now as resolutely guarded from 
his own. Thompson and Aldrich, working in shifts, stayed 
with him almost always. One or the other of them was 
with him at his hotel until he was safely asleep; one or 
the other went with him to his dressing-room and re- 
mained there. 

Now and then, at the theater, there would be a knock 
at the dressing-room door and Booth's servant and dresser, 
one of the farm negroes, would appear with a tall glass. 
Edwin would look at the glass and his guard would look 
at him, with a shake of the head. A brief struggle of wills 
would ensue and then Booth would usually succumb to 
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moral suasion and the promptings o his conscience. The 
servant would carry the tall glass away again, wagging his 
head thoughtfully. Booth would look cross, and a little re- 
lieved. Thompson or Aldrich, whichever it was, would pre- 
tend that nothing had happened, perhaps would study with 
sudden interest one of those knickknacks with which 
Booth usually kept his dressing-room cluttered. 

But they were not very successful on the whole, what- 
ever spectacular successes they may have attained on occa- 
sion. They failed often enough to let the damage do itself. 
Booth began to play when he was not at all himself and the 
romantic legend that tragedians are at their best when 
intoxicated was rudely jolted. Booth was at anything but 
his best. The members of the audience whispered together, 
They remembered Junius and his famous drunkenness and 
all the wild stories told of him. "Like father like son," they 
murmured. "A chip of the old block." It was regrettable, 
but it was evident that Edwin Booth was going to let 
drink ruin his career. Very early prohibitionists pointed to 
him with concealed delight, as a horrible example. They 
wagged their bonnets and talked knowingly of the gutter. 

"We have seldom seen Shakespeare so murdered," re- 
marked the "Herald." The management, seeing Booth's 
condition and understanding his anxiety, should have 
stopped the engagement. The "Herald" was very much 
annoyed at the management, which did nothing of the 
kind. Booth staggered on, drinking now for no reason but 
his own thirst. Adam Badeau was at the war and could not 
help him. He could not even write chiding, friendly letters. 

Matters were not helped when Wilkes came down from 
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Boston and reported that Mary was really ill. She had 
gone in to Boston on a snowy day and had waited long 
for a horse-car. When she reached home she was taken 
with a chill. To the maid who put her to bed she murmured 
that she felt she would never be warm again. 

Having conveyed this information, Wilkes added en- 
couragingly that the doctor thought it would prove no more 
than a cold, after all, and that a few days in bed would see 
her through it. Already when he left, Wilkes said, she was 
better; her eyes were brighter and her cheeks had color in 
them. The doctor was not at all alarmed. So Wilkes told 
Edwin; to others he may have been less optimistic. Booth 
was frightened, thought of going to Dorchester, and 
thought better of it, was advised by his friends that there 
was no danger and by the physician that all went well 
and took another drink. A long drink. That was late in 
February. The next day Mrs. Stoddard, who did not let 
any life go unattended if she could help it, wrote to Mary. 
"Sick or well," she wrote, "you must come. Mr. Booth 
has lost all restraint and hold on himself. Last night there 
was grave question of ringing down the curtain before the 
performance was half over. Lose no time and cornel" 

Mary was already worse when this letter came. She 
needed quiet and peace. But she had to answer. 

"I cannot come," she wrote Mrs. Stoddard. "I cannot 
stand. I think sometimes that only a great calamity can save 
my dear husband. I am going to try and write to him now, 
and God give me grace to write as a true wife should." 

Booth read these letters, later. He was done with the 
Stoddards. 
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Booth was playing Richard the night of February 20. 
He was, says Mrs. Aldrich, who tells her story with 
drama, only half himself. He walked through his part; 
sometimes his lines could hardly be understood; sometimes 
he swayed. In the wings his fellow-actors watched and 
looked at one another doubtfully. The audience grew im- 
patient. A few left; more stayed, curiosity not the least of 
their motives. When he quitted the stage Booth went to sit 
in his dressing-room before his make-up table, staring un- 
seeingly at the mirror. A fog rose about him and receded, 
rose and receded. He would fight it down and shake his 
head resentfully; it would rise again. He was sober enough 
to know that he was drunk and to wish not to be. In his 
struggle with himself all outside things vanished. A call- 
boy laid a telegram before him and thought Booth saw it. 
But Booth stared into the mirror. He had not opened the 
envelop when he went to the stage again. 

When he returned to his dressing-room there was an- 
other telegram beside the first. Booth shook his head, won- 
deringly, and made no effort to pick either from the table. 
He raised a glass and drank again. The gas-light played 
queer tricks with his made-up face. The call-boy came once 
more and left something and went away. Booth paid no 
attention. He went on and off the stage, and sat in front 
of his mirror and stared at his face and pushed down the 
fog. Then the stage-manager came in and stared at Booth 
and held a telegram in front of him. Booth waved it aside. 
The manager had read it, and persisted. Then, slowly and 
carefully, he read it aloud. It was from a doctor in Dor- 
chester. 
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" This Is the fourth telegram. Why does not Mr. Booth 
answer? He must come at once.' " 

The manager read it over, and again, and Booth under- 
stood. His friends were told. 

They gave him strong coffee to drink and roused him, 
finally. It was long after midnight, when the last train for 
Boston had gone. There was nothing to do but wait for 
morning. 

Booth was sober enough at eight o'clock ori the morn- 
ing of February 21 when he boarded a train with Stoddard, 
Sober and he could have killed himself. The train started 
at eight o'clock. It was hardly outside the city before Mary 
died in Dorchester. 

Edwin sat a long time by Mary's body that day. When 
he came out he was composed. He was composed when 
Mary's body was buried in Mount Auburn Cemetery in 
Boston. He was composed as he gave up the Dorchester 
house and canceled his engagements for the rest of the 
season. Then, with all those things done, he must have sat 
long and stared at nothing. He did not drink after that. 
In those days his youth ended. In the spring he went to 
live with his mother and his sister Rosalie in New York. 

His friends wrote many letters of condolence. He re- 
sponded. The clergyman who had married them wrote, 
hoping -that Booth's art might prove his consolation. "I 
cannot repress an inward hope that I may soon rejoin her 
who, next to God, was the object of my devotion," Booth 
replied, answering formally a formal letter. But when he 
wrote to Badeau a few weeks after Mary was buried there 
was no formality. He wrote on and on, page after hurried 
. . .124 




of the Albert Davis Collection, 
MARY DEVX-IIST BOOTH 



Edwin Booth 

page, telling of his grief. It is a broken, stammering letter, 
with sentences ending nowhere. 

"This blow renders life aimless, hopeless, darker than 
it was before I caught the glimpse of heaven," he wrote. 
"She was the sweetest being that ever made a man's home 
something to be loved." His heart was crushed, dried up 
and desolate. "I have no ambition now, no one to please, 
no one to cheer me." 

He tormented himself with memories: 

I left her in the bloom of health and hope. I left her 
joyful and loving, throwing kisses to me as I parted from her. 
Two tiny weeks slipped by and I was summoned to her bed- 
side. 1 came too late. The baby wife lay dead, after one week's 
illness. Can you believe it? I can't. I think she is somewhere 
near me now. I see her, feel her, hear her, every minute of 
the day. I call her, look for her every time the door opens. In 
every car that passes our little cottage door, where we antici- 
pated so much joy, I expect to see the loved form of her who 
was my world. . . . Two tiny years, Ad, and the bright future 
is a black and dismal past. . . . 

God and she and I only know the depths of our devotion. 
My acting was studied to please her and after I left the theater 
and we were alone, her advice was all I asked, all I valued. 
If she was pleased, I was satisfied; if not, I felt a spur to prick 
me on to attain the point. 

He told of the letters he had received. There was one 
from Henry Ward Beecher, who had met Mary once at 
Mrs. Howe's. "Like all who came within her atmosphere, 
he loved her," Booth wrote. He remembered a vision he 
had had two days before her death. "Come to me, darling, 
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I am almost frozen," she had said then, holding out her 
arms. Why had he not gone? Why had he not gone? But 
die must be living somewhere, still. Did not Badeau be- 
lieve she lived? "Oh, my married life has yet some touches 
of -the real in it, has it not?" he asked. She must be living, 
somewhere. "Be brave and struggle, Ad," he wrote, "but 
set not your heart on anything in this world." 

Then, as always in war, thousands were turning to 
vacancy with the same stunned plea for assurance. They 
must live somewhere, all these young men fallen. They 
could not have quite gone out. Their voices must still be 
in the air, if only we could hear them. Then, as always in 
war, men and women appeared to announce that they could 
hear those voices quite clearly. They were the voices of 
spirits. Mediums, believers and charlatans alike, promised 
that they could pierce the veil. 

Booth wished to believe that "She is living and is with 
me now," he wrote to Badeau, later. "I believe she is near 
me, I believe she hears me, I believe she understands," In 
Philadelphia he found a group interested in "psychic 
phenomena." He received communications from Mary and 
from his father. He tried hard to believe. They were "almost 
convincing." "But I want something beyond a doubt," he 
wrote. He could not get beyond a doubt. A Miss Edmunds 
almost made him believe, but never quite. 

Badeau was wounded that spring. He was taken to a 
hospital and Booth wrote him there. Edwin expressed the 
conventional hopes for his quick recovery, hopes which it 
cannot be doubted he felt. But . . . but if Ad did go, Edwin 
wished to make a bargain. "Come back to me and assure 
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me of the reality of what perplexes me so often," he begged. 
Edwin would do as much for his friend, if he went first 
of which, it must be added, there seemed then little like- 
lihood. 

But Badeau did not die. Instead, after a summer in the 
hospital, he was brought back to New York in the autumn 
of 1863 and went^ at Edwin's urging, to the Booth house at 
28 East Nineteenth Street, where he was cared for very 
tenderly, and where he and Edwin talked long of God and 
art and spiritualism. Wilkes was there and helped care for 
Badeau; but, because he was there, not much talk of politics 
was possible. 

Booth was then a litde past the first bitter sting of his 
wife's death. He was thinking of acting again. Perhaps he 
might yet make his career a monument to Mary, who had 
so often planned it with him. He could remember what she 
had said and try to please her. Perhaps she would be pleased. 
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VIII 

A HUNDRED NIGHTS OF HAMLET 



WHEN HIS WIFE WAS NEWLY DEAD AND HE SEEMED TO HIMSELF 

crushed by misfortune, Booth thought for a little while 
of abandoning the stage. But that thought passed quickly. 
Even if there had been no other reason for his continuing, 
even if he had been as hopeless as he felt himself, he could 
not afford to retire. He had managed to make himself in- 
dispensable to too many. He was, in short, head of a family. 
His own infant daughter was but one of many who looked 
to him for support. 

Wilkes who, at about this time, had begun to make 
money by stock speculation, was almost the only one who 
did not come to him for aid- Wilkes and Asia, whose hus- 
band, Clarke, was prosperous and had not yet ventured 
on too many of those ambitious projects which were later 
to send him also to Edwin for help. Of the rest, Junius was 
acting, with some success, but was likely to turn up at any 
moment with a request for a loan; Joseph seemed to be 
getting nowhere; Junius, indeed, was inclined to think that 
Joseph had inherited his father's mental instability. He was 
a doctor, licensed, but could not quite make up his mind 
whether he wished to go on being a doctor. Meanwhile 



Edwin Booth 

he could usually find a place for a few dollars, if Edwin 
could let him have them, temporarily. 

The titan with the broken nose who died on the Mis- 
sissippi had left his family little besides his fame. Mrs. Booth 
had, apparently, a small income, but Edwin supplied most 
of her wants and the wants of Rosalie, who did not marry 
but remained with her mother. The dwelling in Nineteenth 
Street which Booth purchased housed mother and daugh- 
ter and Edwin, with Wilkes now and then brightening the 
rooms with his presence and clouding the air with his 
tirades. 

During the summer which followed the death of his 
wife, Edwin had seen much of Asia, to whom he was 
deeply attached. She and Clarke were living, for the most 
part, in Philadelphia, and Booth visited them there. On 
one visit he found Clarke filled with enthusiasm and a 
project. The comedian had just heard that the Walnut 
Street Theater was to be sold. Why should not he and 
Booth scrape together the funds to buy it? There was 
money there, Clarke was sure, particularly if the theater 
could be made the Philadelphia headquarters of both his 
comedy and his brother-in-law's tragedy. 

Booth thought over Clarke's plan, saw in it a means of 
so increasing his responsibilities that he would have no time 
to remember, and agreed. In the autumn, they did buy the 
playhouse, sharing its management thereafter. The project, 
to run a little ahead of the story, proved profitable. They 
paid for the theater (it had been purchased on mortgage, 
of course) in three years, which was far better than they 
had expected. This success gave both men new confidence 
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in their executive ability, without, unfortunately, noticeably 
increasing that ability. 

The Philadelphia enterprise did not, however, inter- 
fere with Booth's return to the New York stage. He made 
his first appearance of the season of 1863-64 on Septem- 
ber 21, still at the Winter Garden, which was then under 
the management of T. B. Jackson. All the town knew of 
the tragedy of the winter before and his return was made 
the occasion for the expression of warm sympathy. More 
girls than ever wrote letters to this poor, beautiful young 
man, who was a spectacle to stir their hearts; so young, so 
handsome, so unhappy. His misfortune gave him a new 
standing in the affections of his countrywomen. And he 
played Hamlet, a r61e for sorrows. 

The "Herald," to be sure, considered Hamlet "almost 
his worst part, from an artistic point of view," while ad- 
mitting that it drew money. That newspaper still insisted 
on thinking of him as a promising young actor, who might 
go far if he heeded good advice, such as the "Herald" was 
ready to give him. The reviewer was by no means "blind 
to his great merits." If he would, thought the "Herald," he 
might become the greatest actor in the country. The 
"Herald" did not name an alternative candidate, but per- 
haps was thinking of Forrest, who had begun three weeks 
earlier, at Niblo's, being as melancholy, in the r&le of the 
Dane, as his increased bulk would allow. 

Forrest, on his three-nights-a-week schedule, played 
longer than did Booth, whose first engagement ended on 
October 17, Clarke came after him, and after Clarke came 
"The Ticket of Leave Man" with Mr. and Mrs. W. J. 
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Florence, who were always popular. They stayed for a run, 
remaining until March 26; and Booth stayed on the road, 
playing in Philadelphia, Boston, and elsewhere. The season 
saw the first play by Augustin Daly, who had been a 
dramatic critic previously. It was excitingly called "Leah, 
the Forsaken," and had Kate Bateman for its star on its 
first production. Later in the season his second play, 
"Taming a Butterfly," was produced. 

In the spring Booth returned, but not to the Winter 
Garden. Instead he went to Niblo's, which therefore had 
the honor of being the first home of his long-popular play 
"The Fool's Revenge," which was Booth's variation of 
Tom Taylor's variation on the Rigoletto theme a play 
based on Hugo's "Le Roi S'Amuse." It had been produced 
in London for the first time in 1859 and was sent by a 
friend to Jefferson. Jefferson took one surprised glance at 
it, wondered what on earth the friend was thinking of, 
and sent it on to Edwin. Edwin tinkered with it and tried 
it out; but not until March 28, 1864, was it publicly played 
by him under the management of William Wheatley. The 
central character is that of Bertucchio, a court jester. At the 
opening, Rose Eytinge played the only important female 
part, that of Fiordelisa, Bertucchio's daughter. 

Long gone is the day of such plays as "The Fool's 
Revenge," which was "theater" unalloyed; melodrama with- 
out reticence. It lived even then for its star part, as did 
so many plays; "The Bells," which started Henry Irving's 
success, is a similar drama. Bertucchio was long one of 
Booth's most popular r&les. Bertucchio, court fool but an 
intellectual none the less, is defamed by a nobleman and 
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plots revenge. He joins with others in what he believes their 
scheme to steal the wife o his enemy. Gloatingly he watches 
while they invade the castle and come down a ladder with 
the bundled form of a woman in their clutches. He dances 
with glee, little dreaming that it is ... his daughter! 

Imagine his rage and terror, then, when he discovers 
the truth some hours later. Then he is standing outside a 
locked door, behind which are his fellow-conspirators, and 
the woman. He rubs his hands . . . and there enters the 
anteroom the wife of his enemy, quite obviously un- 
abducted. Consternation! And a chance for the actor. Booth 
took that chance to its fullest and the audience was en- 
raptured. Seldom had they seen, gathered in one spot, so 
much emotion. The "Herald" was quite won over. Its re- 
viewer (quoted by Dr. Odell) remarked: 

Mr. Booth has made the part of the jester in this play 
another of those grand dramatic studies which justly entitle 
him to rank as the greatest actor of his time. Such a minute 
attention to all the proprieties of the part as he employs in 
every scene and such terrific intensity of dramatic power as 
he arose to in the third act have not been seen before by the 
present generation. 

And to this tribute Dr. Odell adds on his own behalf: 
"Nor by any subsequent generation up to the time my pen 
writes this sentence, except in the work of Salvini, Ristori 
and Sarah Bernhardt." 

The "Herald," it may be noticed, herewith handsomely 
abandons qualifications. "The greatest actor of his time," 
no less. They were coining into line, now. They liked him 
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best, of course, in his worst plays, but they admitted his 
greatness. We wonder whether it may have been his ironic 
sense which led Booth to follow "The Fool's Revenge," 
which ran until April 16, with "The Iron Chest" and, of 
all things, "The Marble Heart." Very likely not. Booth 
was no ironist. But he did get out of his system in this one 
engagement his three worst plays. For variety, on April 23, 
he turned to his worst part in a standard play, enacting 
Romeo to the Juliet of Avonia Jones. After this dissipation, 
he returned to the Winter Garden and for a space left melo- 
drama to the Bowery. 

Melodrama was in full bloom there, as it had been for 
years and was to be for years to come. But "Bowery melo- 
drama" was a generic rather than a specific term and there 
was much of it on Broadway and elsewhere, as there was 
much Shakspere and "classic" melodrama on the Bowery. 
It was on the old street, however, that one was in those 
days most likely to see the most spectacular exhibits of 
what may be called pseudo-realistic drama. 

There, for example, it was that the girls disported them- 
selves in what was, to paraphrase Winter, the equine no 
less than the mimetic art. There, according to a recent 
biographer of -the street, 1 Charlotte Crampton was one of 
the first of leading ladies to play from a horse, appearing 
on January 3, 1859, at what had been the National Theater, 
where Booth had supported his father in 1850. Miss Cramp- 
ton played Mazeppa. Mounted on her trusty steed, she 
galloped excitingly over the stage and finally charged up a 

1 Alvin F. Harlow: "Old Bowery Days." D. Applcton and Company, 
New York, 1931. 
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runway which led her and the horse in the direction of the 
flies, to the nervous tension of the onlookers. 

Many others followed Miss Crampton in the ensuing 
years, each with her horse. It was the custom, once started 
on horseback, to play one after another those dramas which 
required Dobbin "Dick Turpin, or, The Highwayman's 
Ride," "Jack Sheppard," and othersbefore turning the 
co-star back to pasture. In those days, also, the "quick- 
change" artist was famously popular, particularly at the 
New Bowery, and the appearance of one actress in five 
parts became almost a commonplace. Adah Isaacs Menken 
had, in 1862, played no less than nine characters in "The 
Three Fast Women, or, The Female Robinson Crusoes," 
and had given her competitors something to shoot at. The 
Davenports, the Wallacks, and the Conways were, mean- 
while, defending the standard of poetic melodrama on the 
same stage. And all the Bowery theaters were chilling their 
audiences with ghost stories. Great days. 

They had not been such great days, however, for Jack- 
son of the Winter Garden, and at the end of the season 
of 1863-64 he gave up his lease. Clarke, who would keep 
biting until he choked, suggested at once that it be added 
to the Booth-Clarke holdings. Certainly, as he pointed out, 
the purchase of the Walnut Street had been a wise move, 
If he and Booth had been successful there, why not at the 
Winter Garden in New York? Both actors could be certain 
of drawing money to the box-office; it would be hard if 
they could not find other attractions which would prove 
profitable for at least a third of the year. Booth agreed with 
him; they made an offer for the Winter Garden and it was 
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accepted. But since neither could, of course, be continuously 
at the playhouse, they took in William Stuart, who had 
had experience as a manager, to act as resident director. 
He was given a suite of rooms in the theater and there he 
lived happily and, probably, without too much exertion* 

They planned to proceed in a systematic fashion. Clarke 
should be the first in a season divided roughly into three 
parts. He would play through the autumn. Booth would 
follow him at the turn of the year and play until spring. 
Spring and summer would be filled in as seemed advisable 
at the moment. In accordance with the plan, Clarke opened 
the house under its new management on August 18. 

It was a handsome house, or at least a highly decorated 
one, Boucicault having seen to that. It was a popular house 
and was already connected in the public mind with such 
players as Edwin Booth. And it was, although no one knew 
it, entering on the last stage of a long career which had 
begun with Triplets Hall, erected at Broadway and Bond 
in anticipation of the Jenny Lind concerts. It had burned 
before she arrived, but a new theater had at once been 
built on the plot and named, with fine simplicity, "The 
New York Theater and Metropolitan Opera House." Under 
that style it opened in 1854, with Henry Willard and Harry 
Eytinge managing and Julia Dean as star. The next season 
it was known as the Metropolitan Theater, merely, but 
Rachel played there; the year following, Laura Keene leased 
it and named it after herself. Then she lost the lease and 
Burton took it over, presenting Edwin Booth for the first 
time as a star. 

Burton retained control, to continue a recapitulation, 
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until the autumn of 1858, when Stuart and Boucicault took 
over and opened with a grand new title, "The Winter 
Garden, a Conservatory of the Arts." Jackson was the next 
lessee; and then it came into the hands of Booth and Clarke, 
with Stuart as a sort of resident liability. 

Booth had, he afterward told Winter, "no desire for 
gain," but his hope was rather "to establish the pure, legiti- 
mate drama in New York and by my example to incite 
others, actors and managers, to continue the good work. 
We would take our chance of making money outside New 
York and be satisfied with the glory of the good work we 
accomplished there." 

Booth's plans were indeed ambitious- He was weary 
of "commercial" management, which entailed bad casts, 
scrappy scenery, and slashed plays. He determined, as 
Charles Kean had determined in England, to bring Shak- 
spere to the stage in all, or almost all, his glory. He planned 
settings and properties which would match the majesty of 
the Shaksperian line. He was intent on bringing to the 
stage a scrupulous historical accuracy in all things, the 
counterpart of the inspired realism of decor which David 
Belasco was somewhat later to bring to the modern stage. 

Booth would, at the Winter Garden, dash aside all 
makeshifts. And, in a very large measure, he did just that. 
Then began what Crinkle has called "the simultaneous 
gathering together of the best elements of the community 
into the theater"; then Booth "came to mean for us the 
patronage of the best elements of that intelligence and good 
taste which the theater elsewhere vainly and intermittently 
struggled for." 
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During the years o Booth's control, although he shared 
it with less determined idealists, great plays were given in 
the grand manner. His labors at the Winter Garden, and 
later at his own theater, are often forgotten by those who 
sum him up easily as an actor and nothing more. That was 
the habit by the time he died; many specifically lamented 
that he had "done nothing for the theater"; that he had 
been content with the traditional incompetence of support- 
ing companies, the traditional hacking of Shakspere's plays. 
At his prime he was far more than a mere "star" taking his 
fifty and sixty per cent of the gross. He was a producer of 
vision. 

If Booth had sought to bury his sorrow under work, 
he was in a fair way to succeed as the summer ended. It 
had been generally a pleasant summer. Junius was at home 
for the first time in two years; Wilkes, in June, had come 
to Nineteenth Street for the summer and with his appear- 
ance the mother's anxiety for "the younger boy strange, 
wild, and ever moody," the boy who "caused them all some 
degree of anxiety" abated. Mrs. Booth was pleased when 
her brilliant sons, who had been going their own ways, 
began to talk of making at least one appearance together, 
in "Julius Caesar." She liked them all around her. Edwin 
was for the plan heartily; perhaps he was not sorry for an 
opportunity of contrast with his brothers, for some of the 
papers now called Junius "the Booth of the family." 

Edwin was still the mainspring of his family, of course. 
He would not have had it otherwise, but it was a responsi- 
bility that never left him. Added was the strain of managing 
two theaters; driving them, too, as the mainspring. He had 
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little time for memories. But, on the other hand, the strain 
began to tell on him physically. 

It is at about this time that there appear in his letters 
the first references to the enemy of all his later years. At 
irregular intervals he was the victim of attacks of violent 
indigestion; dyspepsia, he called it. At such times, in addi- 
tion to abdominal pains, he was incapacitated by headaches. 
Days he spent in darkened rooms, to stagger out at night, 
pale and suffering, to act. An attack would pass away only 
to be followed, after a time, by another which would leave 
him unable to eat, dizzy, showing every symptom of auto- 
intoxication. 

The recurrence of this ailment is found to parallel the 
irregular strains of his profession. When he was resting it 
almost vanished. When he began to play it returned. At 
any moment of particular strain when he was making a 
first appearance, offering a new production he had labored 
over, or, in after years, when he was striving again in 
London his physical condition was at its worst. 

Evidently he was a sufferer from nervous indigestion; 
his viscera reacted sharply to the strain of public appear- 
ances. He was a man of instinctive shyness, forcing himself 
to a life of constant exhibitionism. He said often that he 
never knew stage-fright and he was undoubtedly perf ecdy 
honest in that statement. But his digestion knew stage- 
fright, for years. His mind adjusted itself to his profession, 
but his intestines always cringed. He learned to go on any- 
way, of course, and only once or twice did his body play 
him utterly false. But those critics who, looking around for 
a word, spoke of his complexion as "bilious" were good 
diagnosticians. 
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Edwin left the new theater to Clarke in the early 
autumn and played outside New York, but he returned to 
vote in the exciting election of 1864. He cast his ballot, the* 
first of his life, for Abraham Lincoln and was overjoyed 
when Lincoln was reflected. Wilkes was cast down. He 
grew excited when Edwin told him of the vote. "Lincoln 
will be king of America," he said, violently. Edwin shook 
his head and left the room, to avoid argument. He always 
avoided it, when possible, on that subject. Knowing this, 
and being unable to keep off it, Wilkes avoided the house, 
visiting it only to see his mother, "when political topics were 
not touched on," at least in Edwin's presence. Elsewhere 
Wilkes talked freely. Many did; his words were no wilder 
than those of hundreds who had never sympathized with 
Lincoln's beliefs or with his actions. 

The brothers got together, however, to talk of their 
joint appearance and managed to keep off politics long 
enough to make definite plans. So, after the election, the 
following advertisement could appear in the newspapers: 

Mr. Stuart has pleasure in announcing that, owing to the 
generous zeal and untiring devotion of Mr. Edwin Booth, a 
performance will be given at this theater on Friday evening, 
November 25, 1864 (Mr. J. S. Clarke having kindly ceded the 
evening for the occasion) for the benefit fund to raise a statue 
of Shakespeare in Central Park, being the second benefit in 
this theater. The evening will be made memorable by the 
appearance of the three sons of the great Booth 

JUNIUS BRUTUS 

EDWIN AND 

JOHN WILKES BOOTH 
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who have come forward with cheerful alacrity to do honor to 
the immortal bard from whose works the genius of their father 
caught inspiration and of many of whose greatest creations he 
was the best and noblest illustrator the stage has ever seen. 

Stuart paused for breath at this point. Another sentence 
or two crawled down the column to reveal that the brothers 
would appear in "Julius Caesar" Junius as Brutus, Edwin 
as Cassius, Wilkes as Antony. Yes, Wilkes as Antony, 
avenger of the murdered despot. 

Prices were raised for the occasion, the highest to five 
dollars. Admission to the "beautiful parquette" was a dollar 
and a half; to the family circle half a dollar. The house was 
crowded and the statue fund gained appreciably. Mrs. Booth 
sat in a box and saw her three sons play to an audience 
which applauded lustily. She was very happy and proud of 
the boys. 

The event went ofi splendidly except for a slight dis- 
turbance. Fire-engines stopped outside the house while the 
play was on, with great clanging of bells and much shout- 
ing. There was a commotion in the lobby, and excited voices. 
The play faltered for a moment; the audience stirred un- 
easily. Men stood up and looked back; a woman screamed 
apprehensively. Edwin Booth stepped forward out of his 
part to assure the crowd that there was no cause for alarm. 
A police inspector rose in his seat and shouted: "It's only a 
drunken man! Keep your seats." The audience evidently 
accepted this explanation, possibly on the theory that the 
drunken man had arrived on the fire-engine, and kept its 
seats. 
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The play went on. The firemen trooped through the 
lobby to the small fire in the Lefarge House, next door, and 
the blaze was quickly extinguished. The incident was of no 
consequence and the audience resigned itself to wars of long 
ago to assassination and the addresses of the conspirators 
and of the bright youth who, in his r61e of Antony, cleverly 
led the populace on to seek vengeance; to mimic battle and 
the clash of harmless spears. 

But it was not a little incident. The newspapers the 
next day were excited. There had been, the "Herald" re- 
vealed, "a vast and fiendish plot to burn the city." Fires had 
been set in twelve hotels, being discovered in each in a room 
just vacated by a man whose subsequent movements were 
impossible to trace. Another fire had been started in Bar- 
num's Museum. An audience at Niblo's had been even 
closer to panic than that in the Winter Garden. Next 
Niblo's the Metropolitan Hotel had begun to blaze. The 
actual damage was not great as fire damages went in those 
days. No lives were lost. But the evident plot made the city 
nervous and uneasy. The enemy had struck close home; no 
one doubted it was the enemy. The first effort had been 
ineffectual, but who could foretell what might come? 

The newspapers loudly denounced this dastardly act, 
although pointing out that it was precisely what one should 
have expected from the forces of rebellion. "Atrocity!" 
shouted the newspapers. "Atrocity! The work of fiends!" 
Men met in little knots on street corners and cursed the 
Rebels. Those whose fidelity to the North was suspect held 
their tongues. Wilkes held his tongue in public, although 
at home he made some defense of the act as one of war. 
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Edwin walked out of the room. He had no time for such 
incendiary nonsense. He wished Wilkes would grow up. 
Wilkes was, after all, nearing thirty. 

Edwin Booth had no time for politics. For several 
weeks before the joint appearance, he had been preparing 
a new production of "Hamlet." He had brought to it, for 
the first time, his new determination to present in the grand 
manner. He was pleased with the result: the grandeur of 
the sets, the accuracy and beauty of the costumes, the full- 
ness of the text, the skill of the supporting cast. He opened 
on the day after the three-Booth "Caesar" and the press was 
enthusiastic. So, too, was the public. 

Stuart took time from the composition of long sentences 
beginning, "Mr. Stuart has the honor," to look at this new 
"Hamlet" in rehearsal. He was delighted with it, "It will 
run six months!" he promised. Booth, tired but polite, gave 
it four weeks. Stuart thought it over and decided that he 
had perhaps been too optimistic. 

"He gave it eight weeks," Booth said, afterward. 2 "At 
length he agreed with me that if we got four weeks out of 
it we should be satisfied." 

It started off briskly, with good houses. And then it 
continued briskly, with good houses. The four weeks came 
and went. At first Booth was delighted. Then he grew tired 
of the nightly repetition of one part. He wanted to go on 
to something new. "I was heartily sick and weary of the 
monotonous work and several times suggested a change of 
bill, for I felt that the incessant repetition was seriously 

2 In a note to William Winter, published in "The Life and Art of 
Edwin Booth." The Macmillan Company, New York, 1894. 



Edwin Booth 

affecting my acting." He discussed a change with Stuart, 
who would not think o it. 

"No, nol" he exclaimed. "Not at all, my dear boy. Keep 
it up. Keep it up. If it goes a year, keep it up." 

Booth sighed, but in all logic Stuart was right. After 
all, Booth was not only the star o success. He was the man- 
ager of a theater which that success kept prosperous. He 
was more or less bound to consider his associates, who natu- 
rally felt that, having a safe thing, it would be folly to 
abandon it. So they kept it up. It ran through December 
and through January. The crowd still came. There may 
have been, as was unkindly hinted, no little "paper" in the 
house by February, but there was money in it, too. Booth 
was bored, but every one else was delighted. "Hamlet" had 
never run so long before. 

"This terrible success of Hamlet seems to swallow up 
everything else theatrical," he wrote to Emma F. Gary, a 
sister of the dead Richard Gary. "I believe you understand 
how completely I c ain't there' most of the time. It is an 
awful thing to be somebody else all the while." 

The engagement became a wonder of the age. A group 
of gentlemen with the good of the legitimate at heart felt 
that it should be made the occasion of some special cere- 
mony. John T. Hoffman, Governor of New York, George 
Bancroft, Charles P. Daly, Charles A. Dana, Professor 
R. O. Doremus, Bayard Taylor, and many more put their 
heads together. They decided on a medal which would 
celebrate the hundred nights' "run" of the play. It then, of 
course, became necessary to run it a hundred nights. And 
that, of course, did make a long free list necessary. These 
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details attended to, Tiffany was commissioned to make the 
medal. 

Booth thought it should be given to Stuart. "He was 
certainly responsible for the run o the play," he said 
afterward. But the medal was for Booth, with his head 
embossed on one side. The plan was to give it to him as the 
run ended. But unfortunately it was not completed at that 
time. It was still at Tiffany's when on March 22, 1865, 
Stuart announced a benefit at the Winter Garden for 
"Mr. Edwin Booth on the occasion of the one hundredth and 
last night of Booth's Hamlet." The doors opened at "% of 7," 
the performance began at "7^2-" The house was crowded 
and Edwin made a brief speech. It was, like most of his 
speeches, inaudible beyond the first few rows. 

Booth went to Boston almost immediately and began 
an engagement there. He was in Boston when the glad 
news came that Lee had surrendered. The bells of all the 
North rang and hearts everywhere were lightened. In Wash- 
ington there was a great "illumination." Wilkes was there 
to see it. He had been in Washington most of the winter, 
although not acting with any regularity. He had not, 
indeed, acted much for the past two years. His oil shares 
had proved profitable. Wilkes saw the illumination, but 
was not one of those who delighted in it; He went 
to a boarding-house in H Street, and there there was no 
jollification. 

Edwin was happy in Boston. Peace had come, and 
victory. Now it would not matter what Wilkes said or 
thought; the war was over. The boy would take it badly 
for a time, naturally, but he would get over it. And now, 
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perhaps, that youngest Booth would really settle down to 
cultivating his talents. Edwin wished Mary could have been 
there to see peace come again; but he played Sir Edward 
Mortimer with a light heart, in Boston on the night of 
April 14, 1865. 



IX 

"WRETCHED AND UNWORTHY 
BROTHER" 



JOHN WILKES BOOTH HAD BEEN IN WASHINGTON MOST OF THAT 

winter. In the South the forces of the Confederacy were 
stubbornly yielding. Only some miracle could save those 
forces, with which was Wilkes's heart. And Wilkes met at 
a boarding-house in H Street with some others and plotted 
a miracle. Mary E. Surratt, who owned the house, was 
there; John H. Surratt; strange, ugly little George E. 
Atzerodt; muscular, stupid Lewis Thornton Powell, called 
Payne, who had, at any rate, fought with the South; David 
E. Herold. A young man clerking in Washington lived in 
the house and was puzzled by the actions of the other 
roomers and their visitors. He was none too bright in de- 
duction, but he had a long memory. Sometimes, he said, 
Mrs. Surratt and Atzerodt and the rest would go into a 
room when Wilkes Booth came, and close the door care- 
fully after them. The young man was rather hurt at being 
excluded. 

There was little nobility in the group which plotted at 
Mrs. Surratt's. If Wilkes Booth thought of himself as a 
modern Brutus, striking to free his nation from an ambi- 
tious despot, he must have closed his eyes hard to Atzerodt. 
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If he dreamed himself a William Tell, heroic against a 
tyrant, he must have found it difficult to fit Mrs. Surratt 
into the picture. They were dark people meeting in a dark 
room to plot darkly all save Booth. He was young and 
beautiful for such a business. He had galloped through the 
woods, heroically sabering trees and assailing the leaves with 
eloquence. But there was nothing heroic about Mrs. Sur- 
ratt's musty boarding-house. 

It was contended afterward by those of the plotters who 
remained alive that assassination was not dreamed of in 
their scheme. Abduction that was to be the thing. A sudden 
sortie, the forcible seizing of a tall, gaunt man who would, 
after the first shock, go with them peaceably; flight into 
the South with their captive and his deliverance to -the 
leaders of the South; Lincoln a hostage, then, and a forced, 
favorable ending to the war; places of heroes for themselves 
in the country they had so brilliandy saved. So it was 
argued, publicly, afterward. Not murderers, they, but saviors 
of their cause. Humanitarians, really, ending bloodshed. 
Great things were to come out of the shabby room in which 
Wilkes Booth, tragedian, stood out so oddly by contrast 
with his fellows. 

The plotters met for the last time the night of April 14. 
They had learned during the day that Abraham Lincoln 
and his wife would be that evening at Ford's Theater, 
where Laura Keene and Harry Hawks were reinforcing 
the resident stock company in a performance of "Our 
American Cousin." By that time they knew that Lee had 
surrendered. Wilkes had seen the fireworks. Wilkes, at least, 
had no longer any thought of abduction. The others, when 
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they were pleading for their necks, insisted they still 
thought the first plan held. Nobody believed them, really. 
It was murder when they met before the theater hour on 
the evening o April 14. Double murder, if they could man- 
age it. Seward, Secretary of State, was to go too. Wilkes 
would see to Lincoln. They may not have known, then, 
that General and Mrs. Grant had found themselves, late 
in the day, unable to join the Lincolns at the theater. Major 
EL R. Rathbone and his fiancee had taken their places. 

The President's party had a double stage box; and 
when they entered, Lincoln showed himself gravely to the 
audience, bowing to a ripple of applause. It was a gala 
occasion; the front of the box was hung with flags and 
there was a picture of George Washington in the center. 
Lincoln sat back to watch the play. 

Wilkes Booth had left the Surratt house for the last 
time. He had had a drink or two with friends. Now he 
sauntered into the theater, nodding to the door-man. He 
merely nodded. He was free to come and go as he pleased 
in Ford's Theater, where he had often appeared as leading 
man. The door-man, who liked him, nodded back. Booth 
walked in at the rear of the house and stood for a moment 
watching the play. Then he moved to the side and walked 
slowly, indifferently, down the aisle. He clutched a small 
pistol in his pocket. He paused and leaned against the wall, 
nonchalantly. No one noticed him; the audience had eyes 
only for the stage. 

**** A guard who was to have stood in the corridor behind 
the President's box, between its solid partition and the side 
wall of the theater, had slipped away, unnoticed. He had 
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gone to the gallery to watch the play. There had been, 
apparently, only one guard Not long before, there had been 
good grounds to believe only accident had thwarted a plot 
to kidnap the President, but there was only one guard. And 
he was in the gallery, watching the play. 

The house was dark, as Booth went slowly down the 
aisle. Only the stage was light. But the light from the stage 
reflected into the box in which Lincoln sat, hidden from 
the audience and visible only to the players. Booth stepped 
out of the open aisle into the corridor. 

Then, after a moment's pause to make sure he had not 
been observed, he must have moved very quickly. 

Hawks, as Asa Trenchard, was alone on the stage, well 
down toward the front and ready with his exit line. In the 
wings, up stage, Miss Keene waited with a boy, W. J. 
Ferguson, to go on. Ferguson had a line or two to speak. 
From where they stood they could look into the box. But, 
for a moment, they were not looking into the box. 

In that moment the door of the box opened and Booth 
slipped in, quietly. He had fired before he was noticed. 
The bullet entered the back of Lincoln's head. The Presi- 
dent leaned back with his head against the wall, as if he 
were very tired. The report of the pistol rang through the 
theater. A tendril of smoke floated out from the box. 

Rathbone rose to grapple with the assassin. He seized 
Booth as he rushed toward the front of the box. Booth 
stabbed him in the arm. Perhaps, turning, he whispered 
hoarsely, "Sic semper tyrannis" Perhaps he only thought he 
said it. The theater was still quiet as he leaped for the stage. 
His foot caught, by his dangling spur, in the flag. He could 
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have made the leap easily, otherwise, for he was an athlete, 
but he fell heavily. 

Still the house was utterly quiet. Then there was a 
sudden, desperate scream. It followed Wilkes Booth as, 
though his leg was broken, he strode across the stage. He 
passed between Laura Keene and young Ferguson, who 
stood frozen. Mrs. Lincoln leaned out of the box and began 
to cry something. Most of those in the audience could not 
understand her. Whitman says she cried, "He has killed 
the President!" 

Booth was at the stage door before the house went mad 
behind him. He was swinging into the saddle as the audi- 
ence rose up and men shouted hoarsely. He was pounding 
away over the cobbles, iron clattering against stone, as the 
stage suddenly filled with noisy men, women screamed in 
the audience, and some were trampled in the panic. He was 
away at a gallop when soldiers filled the theater, shouting 
and pushing to clear it. And the President sat with his head 
against the wall of the box, as if he were too tired to notice 
all this uproar. 1 

Lincoln was taken across the street, to die at seven 
o'clock the next morning without having regained con- 
sciousness. The news spread through the city and through 
the nation. It was first a wild rumor. In the first accounts 
the name of the assassin was not given, although Wilkes 
Booth had been recognized by many; there was no time for 
that in the surge of the dreadful news. Later accounts 

1 The description of the scene follows the account of "W. J. Ferguson, 
embodied in his book, "I Saw Booth Shoot Lincoln." The assassination 
has been variously described, but Ferguson's account carries conviction. 
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named Booth tentatively. One o those reached Philadel- 
phia, where Edwin Forrest was living bitterly in retirement 
A friend hurried to tell him. "And they say Wilkes Booth 
killed him!" the friend gasped. "I don't believe it." "I do," 
said Forrest. "All those god-damn Booths are crazy." 

In Boston, Edwin had played Sir Edward to the end 
and gone to a friend's home and to bed. He heard nothing 
until the next morning. Then his negro servant, eyes pop- 
ping, told him that Lincoln was shot. The negro hesitated a 
moment, and told him the rest. Booth sat stunned and 
stared at his breakfast as it grew cold in front of him. 

"IMPORTANT!" announced the New York "Herald" that 
morning, at the top of column one, page one. The editor who 
wrote it must have stared at that word, as it stood alone, 
with abashed surprise. But he had no time to fish in his 
vocabulary for something which would less palely suggest 
the import of the account which followed. He could only 
write on down the column, line after line, telling his story 
in the head-lines. The separate accounts were set in the 
order they came over the wire, building oddly to a climax. 
The despatch which told of Lincoln's death was well down 
in a pillar of dose-set type. 

It was maddening news, although not all, even in the 
North, loved Lincoln or fcet him so high as he has been set 
by succeeding generations. They were too dose to see him. 
But they were not too close to see his martyrdom. 

A hot fire swept over the country, burning away doubts 
and qualifications. A gigantic reward was offered for the 
murderer, who fled through Maryland with a broken leg. 
The murderer's brother sat that morning in his room in 
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Boston and stared at his cold breakfast. After a time a letter 
came, by messenger from the Parker House. Henry C. 
Jarrett, manager of the Boston Theater, at which Booth was 
playing, wrote carefully. The letter had to be worded for 
the newspapers. 

EDWIN BOOTH, ESQ. MY DEAR SIR: 

A fearful calamity is upon us. The President of the United 
States has fallen by the hand of an assassin and, I am shocked 
to say, suspicion points to one nearly related to you as the 
perpetrator of this horrid deed. God grant it may not prove so. 
With this knowledge and out of respect to the anguish which 
will fill the public mind as soon as the appalling fact shall 
be fully revealed, I have concluded to close the Boston Theater 
until further notice. In great sorrow and haste I remain, yours 
truly . . . 

To Booth this letter must have come as the first con- 
crete entity in chaos. It gave him something to do. He must 
answer in kind. He wrote: 

With deepest sorrow and great agitation, I thank you for 
relieving me from my engagement with yourself and the public. 
The news of the morning has made me wretched indeed, not 
only because I have received unhappy tidings of the suspicion 
of a brother's crime, but because a good man and a most jusdy 
honored and patriotic ruler has fallen in an hour of national 
joy by the hand of an assassin. The memory of the thousands 
who have fallen in our country's defense cannot be forgotten 
by me even in this, the most distressing day of my life. And 
I most sincerely pray that the victories we have already won 
may stay the brand of war and the tide of loyal blood. While 
mourning, in common with all other loyal hearts, the death 
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of the President, I am oppressed by a private woe not to be 
expressed in words. But whatever calamity may befall me or 
mine, my country, one and indestructible, has my warmest 
devotion. 

Booth's friends, by letter and telegram, advised him 
to remain for the moment in Boston. His friends were 
loyal; they rallied around his mother and sister in the Nine- 
teenth Street house and assured Edwin of their safety. His 
mother, of course, was almost prostrated by grief. Junius, 
who had been acting in Cincinnati, disappeared on the day 
after the assassination, but turned up shortly in Philadel- 
phia, where he joined Clarke and Asia at their home. Asia, 
not well before, became seriously ill from shock and her 
mother was sent for. Aldrich wrote Edwin from New York: 

Is there anything I can do for you here or elsewhere? 
God knows my heart is tender for you this day. The nation's 
woe is great; how inexpressible must yours be! I wish you 
were here with those who have loved you these many days, 
but I think it best you remain in Boston a little while longer. 
You could do no good here and it is quieter where you are. 
Launt and I called at the house to see your mother. She had 
gone to Philadelphia that morning. We saw Rose. 

You must keep a brave heart in your bosom. That is the 
utmost man can do in calamity. The rest is with God. 

Booth was notified by the Federal authorities in Boston 
to hold his luggage in readiness for search and himself in 
readiness to be questioned. Meanwhile, the whereabouts of 
Wilkes was unknown. A great hue and cry was raised and 
the result was, naturally, a swarm of false reports, rising 
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like gnats from disturbed weeds. Wilkes had been cap- 
tured in Pennsylvania; he was seen in Virginia; he had 
escaped to New Orleans. These stories ran parallel with 
accounts of the funeral. Much space was given to the Booth 
family; the story of Junius Booth's marital difficulties was 
raked up and so garbled that many later historians have 
assumed it cut from the whole cloth. The press also rum- 
maged, with glee which modern tabloids could not exceed, 
through the "love life" of the nation's villain, telling with 
suitable moralistic throwing up of hands but with all pos- 
sible detail of the prostitutes he had supported, the mistresses 
he had left. > 

Edwin did not know how he stood, even with his 
friends. Badeau is one of the first to whom he wrote; one 
can detect in the letter a fear that even Badeau might desert 
him: 

My dear Ad: 

For the first time since the damnable intelligence stunned 
me, am I able to write and hasten to acquaint you of my 
existence, as it has been so long a time since I last wrote you, 
making me afraid my silence . . You know, Ad, how I 
have labored since my dear Mary was called from me to 
establish a name that my child and all my friends might be 
proud of. You know how I have always toiled for the com- 
fort and welfare of my family though in vain as well as 
you know how loyal I have Been from the first of this damned 
rebellion and you must feel deeply the agony I bear in thus 
being blasted in all my hopes. 

Alas, how frightful is the spectacle! What shall become 
of me? Poor motherl I go to New York today expecting to 
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find her either dead or dying. Tve remained here this long at 
the advice of friends who thought it necessary I should be set 
right before the public of Boston to whom I owe so much 
that is dear to me. You know our friends who loved and 
appreciated my Mary so well and as many who have ever 
been even in this most awful hour my firm and staunch 
friends. Abraham Lincoln was my President for, in pure admi- 
ration of his noble career and his Christian principles, I did 
what I never did before I voted and "for him. I was two days 
ago one of the happiest men alive Grant's magnificent work 
accomplished and sweet peace turning her radiant face again 
upon our country. Now what am I? Oh, how little did I 
dream, my boy, when on Friday night I was as Sir Edward 
Mortimer exclaiming, "Where is my honor now? Mountains 
of shame are piled upon me!" that I was not acting but utter- 
ing the fearful truth. I have a great deal to tell you about 
myself and the beautiful plans I had for the future all blasted 
now but must wait until my mind is more settled. You will 
be pleased to know that the deepest sympathy is expressed for 
me here and by none more sincerely than dear old Gov* 
Andrew. God bless you. 

NED. 

Booth was still at Boston when deputy United States 
marshals searched his trunks and found nothing incrimi- 
nating in them, or in his correspondence. Some time after 
that he went to New York, muffled in a black coat and 
with a hat pulled low over his eyes. Friends met him at 
the station and he was taken home without being recog- 
nized. It was probably as well. Feeling ran high, the news- 
papers fanning it. 

Characteristic of the editorial tone, which was far more 
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temperate than that of the news columns, is the following 
excerpt from comment in the New York "Times.** The 
reader may amuse himself by making such slight word 
changes as are necessary to bring this outcry up to date or 
up to 1914-18: 

Every possible atrocity appertains to this rebellion* There 
is nothing whatever that its leaders have scrupled at. Whole- 
sale massacres and torturings, wholesale starvation of prisoners, 
firing of great cities, piracies of the cruelist kind, persecution 
of the most heinous character and of vast extent and finally 
assassination in high places whatever is brutal, whatever is 
fiendish, these men have resorted to. They will leave behind 
names so black and the memory of deeds so infamous that the 
execration of the slaveholders' rebellion will be eternal. 

This bitterness seems to us now, as we look back send- 
mentally on the gray-clad army and hold the memory of 
Robert E. Lee high in knighthood, not a little absurd. So, 
doubtless, will our fulminations during the World War 
appear after another fifty years have passed. It was dan- 
gerous to be a Booth in 1865; it would have been hardly 
more nerve-racking . to be a relative of Wilhelm von 
Hohenzollern in 1917. It is amazing, indeed, that the citi- 
zenry kept as well as it did its temper, its sense of fairness. 
It is to the credit of the "Times'* that it could find space 
if not very prominent space to observe that it was "only 
thoughtful and honest to say that the Union has had no 
stronger or more generous supporter than Mr. Edwin 
Booth. From the commencement he has been earnestly and 
actively solicitous for the triumph of our arms and the wd- 
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fare of our soldiers." It was more than thoughtful and 
honest. It was one of the brave decencies of journalism. 

Such decency stood, one suspects, somewhat isolated 
from the general public attitude. It was, however, reflected 
in the New York "Tribune" which, while its leading arti- 
cles repeated shrilly the most violent of epithets, still found 
an opportunity to observe: 

We learn from Boston that Edwin Booth, who had just 
terminated an engagement there, has declared in his grief and 
affliction that he will abandon his public career forever. There 
will be no occasion for such action. No community would be 
so cruelly unjust as to allow the stigma of Wilkes Booth's crime 
to tarnish the fame of so true and loyal a citizen as Edwin 
Booth. The intended engagement at the Winter Garden, which 
was to have commenced in a few weeks, will doubtless be 
relinquished, but Edwin Booth's friends will not consent to 
his sharing the odium or the disgrace which must be visited 
upon his wretched and unworthy brother. 

Against these kindly expressions of sympathy were 
set in the New York "Herald" denunciations of the whole 
family and a steady flow into the Booth household of 
denunciatory and threatening letters, advising instant flight, 
change of name, and renunciation of citizenship, with death 
as the alternative. One, fairly characteristic, is signed a 
litde sweepingly "Outraged Humanity." It reads: 

You are advised to leave this city and this country forth- 
with. Your life will be the penalty if you tarry heare 48 hours 
longer. Revolvers are already loaded with which to shoot you 
down. You are a traitor to this government (or have been 
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until your brother's bloody deed). Herein you have due warn- 
ing. Loose no time in arranging for your departure. We hate 
the name of Booth leave quick or remember! 

It was all very well for his friends to assure him that 
the letter was from one mentally unbalanced. Such nice con- 
siderations would not matter if "Outraged Humanity" had 
the revolver, as there was every chance he had. For several 
weeks Booth went out only at night, and walked along the 
darker streets. William Bispham, whom he had met a few 
years before in Philadelphia and who was within a few 
months one of his closest friends, visited him daily and 
walked with him almost every night. "Nothing but the love 
poured out for him by his friends saved him from madness," 
Bispham said later. "For days his sanity hung in the 
balance." 

For days after the crime many things hung in the bal- 
ance. The search for Wilkes was carried on with more 
enthusiasm than direction for almost two weeks, while he 
lay in agony from his unset leg, which by the time of 
his death was so infected that, without Boston Corbett's 
bullet or his own, if it was his own he could hardly have 
survived. Wilkes Booth was trapped on April 26 in a Vir- 
ginia barn, which was fired. He died from a bullet wound 
in the head, which may have been self-inflicted. His body 
was taken, with every precaution for secrecy, to Washington 
and buried in the Federal prison there. 

At about the time of his death, or shortly before, both 
Junius Booth and Clarke were arrested in Philadelphia and 
taken to Washington for questioning. Junius had, some little 
time before the murder, written Wilkes a letter in which 
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was a recommendation that Wilkes abandon the "oil busi- 
ness." An astute Secret Service, which had protected Lin- 
coln with one guard and had not even picked a man who 
had seen "Our American Cousin" and so might be trusted 
to mind his guarding was instantly very knowing about 
the "oil business." It took Junius some time to convince the 
authorities that when he had written "oil business" he had 
meant oil business. 

Clarke was arrested on general principles and because 
Wilkes had left with him a long, aimless screed, addressed 
"To Whom It May Concern" and revealing the writer's 
determination to do something it is not quite clear what. 
It suggests that Wilkes Booth's mind was affected and is 
the best evidence of those who argue that he was insane at 
the time of the murder. This letter, evidently written the 
previous November, was left with Clarke, sealed, and 
Clarke opened it only after the assassination. He was held 
for a time while this fact was established; then he and 
Junius were both released. Ford also was arrested, as were 
others connected with the theater, including Miss Keene, 
and also released. 

The announcement of Wilkes's capture and death 
ended a long siege of suspense for the Booths, and with it 
came a certain relief. They were at least to be spared the 
slow horror of trial and execution. 

Before that suspense was ended, however, Booth issued 
his proclamation "To the People of the United States: My 
Fellow Citizens." It was published, although not widely, 
in the newspapers on the advice of a friend. The original 
draft, still extant and preserved at The Players Club in New 
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York City, shows many changes and interlineations. This 
was apparently its final form: 

When a nation is overwhelmed with sorrow by a great 
public calamity, the mention of private grief would under 
ordinary circumstances be an intrusion, but under those by 
which I am surrounded, I feel sure that a word from me will 
not be so regarded by you. 

It has pleased God to lay at the door of my afflicted family 
the life blood of our deservedly popular President. Crushed to 
very earth by this dreadful event, I am yet but too sensible 
that other mourners are in the land. To them, to you one and 
all, go forth our deep, unutterable sympathy; our abhorrence 
and detestation of this most foul and atrocious crime. 

For my mother and sister, my two remaining brothers 
and my poor self, there is nothing to be said except that we 
are thus placed without any agency of our own. For our loy- 
alty as dutiful, though humble, citizens as well as for our con- 
sistent and, as we had some reason to believe, successful 
efforts to elevate our name personally and professionally, we 
appeal to the record of the past. For our present position we 
are not responsible. For the future alas! I shall struggle on 
in my retirement bearing a heavy heart, an oppressed memory 
and a wounded name dreadful burdens to my too welcome 
grave. 

In the existent draft the words "in my retirement" are 
written in heavily. Below is a paragraph signed by John B. 
Murray, a financial leader of some prominence. It states 
that he had composed and written the proclamation, except 
for the words quoted, under Booth's direction. The style is 
reminiscent of Booth's, however, and he probably had more 
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to do with the composition than Murray realized. It is in 
any event a fair, if eloquent, statement of the case. It made 
Booth friends. It was the right note. 

His whole attitude struck the right note. With the 
exception of this one statement, he made none throughout 
the affair. Without appearing to hide, without undignified 
protestation, he kept himself reticently from sight. He was 
called upon to go to Washington at the time of the trial 
of the conspirators, which began on May u and continued 
until June 30. He did not testify. He made, otherwise, no 
public appearance. With no hope for the future, with decent 
self-respect in the present, he waited. He waited while 
Lincoln's body was borne in state to its burial; while his 
brother died; while those who had plotted with Wilkes in 
Mrs. Surratt's boarding-house were tried for their lives. 

Herold, Powell (or Payne), Atzerodt, and Mrs. Surratt 
were condemned to death. A sentimental plea that the 
woman's life might be spared swept the country but was 
ignored. On a hot July day a week after the end of the trial 
the three men and the woman were made to sit for horrible 
slow minutes on a scaffold in Washington. The jailer 
believed and hoped that a reprieve would come for 
Mrs. Surratt and that he would not have to hang a woman. 
None came. The traps dropped noisily. 

The newspapers were filled with detailed descriptions 
of that last scene. Booth did not read them. But it was over, 
finally. 

Booth foresaw no such change in the public mind as 
actually came about He retired from the stage, believing 
that he would never return to it. "All my friends assure me 
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that my name shall be free, and that in a little while I may 
be where I was and what I was/' he wrote. "But alas! It 
looks dark to me." Booth thought people remembered and 
did not forgive. He could not see that for innocent victims 
the sentimental sympathy of the public sweeps away all 
other considerations. He thought only of the monstrous 
shame which had come upon him. He did not feel, as his 
friends felt, that his sorrow and his manner of bearing it 
increased the love of the people for him. 

Thousands to whom he had been only an actor now felt 
him a suffering friend. They wished to offer their hands 
to him and say, "There, there, old fellow!'* Thousands to 
whom he had been hardly a name now extended their 
sympathy to him. And when an opportunity to extend 
sympathy without cost to self and an opportunity to sat- 
isfy curiosity by looking on the brother of a "monster" 
knock together . . . 

Booth, seeing nothing of this change, lived in close 
retirement in New York. Even in sorrow, curiously enough, 
his health improved. Sorrow in private made no such de- 
mands on his nervous force as did triumph in public. His 
dyspepsia improved and he gained weight. Friends noticed 
it. "I'm a litde Byronic in my dislike of such compliments," 
he wrote Miss Gary late in the summer. "I don't feel as I 
look." 

Edwin's friends did not realize how far back the pen- 
dulum was swinging from the attitude which had prompted 
those threatening letters in the spring, but they did believe 
he might in time return to the stage. They argued with him 
during the summer, and his friends of the press joined with 
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them. Under this urging he abandoned his intention to 
retire permanently, although he was still doubtful. He per- 
mitted definite plans to be made for his return. To Miss 
Gary he wrote: 

You have doubtless heard I will soon appear on the stage. 
Sincerely, were it not for means I would not do so, public 
sympathy notwithstanding; but I have huge debts to pay, a 
family to care for, a love for the grand and beautiful in art, 
to boot, to gratify, and hence my sudden resolve to abandon 
the heavy, aching gloom of my little red room, where I have 
sat so long chewing my heart in solitude, for the excitement 
of the only trade for which God has fitted me. 

Similar needs had driven him back to accept the sym- 
pathy of the public after the misfortune of 1863, Now his 
return was set for January, 1866. 



X 

RETURN FROM EXILE 



NEWS OF BOOTH'S PROJECTED RETURN TO THE STAGE WAS 
greeted, generally, with expressions of pleasure. There re- 
mained, however, many who extended no welcome. Imme- 
diately after Wilkes's crime, his brother was urged by not 
a few intent advisers to abandon his profession entirely, 
most of them adding that it was not in any case a profes- 
sion suitable to a gentleman of his high personal standards 
and unusual gifts. The ministry would be better, far better, 
counseled a number who preferred to remain anonymous. 
He saw what came of play-acting. Let him no longer risk 
his immortal soul by traffic with the devil, nor let him doubt 
that the devil was in the playhouse. See what the theater 
had done to his brother, who, the writers suggested, was 
quite typical of the players. You cannot touch pitch and' 
escape defilement, they argued;* you cannot wallow in a 
sink of iniquity and come out clean. Satan will find some 
mischief still for the actor's hands to do; repent while there 
is yet time. 

And all this because, of course, the crime of Wilkes 
Booth had given the moralists a new whip to beat the 
theater with. They cried out to the people to witness how 
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prophecy had fulfilled itself; they had told every one that 
the theater was an evil, a demoralizing force, a foster- 
mother of crime and all indecency. And now see what had 
happened! 

Actors and others in the theater could only keep quiet 
and bide their time, a course which has, incidentally, always 
served the theater well against its detractors. It was useless 
to seek to match the moralists, shout for shout; to explain 
to deaf ears that the acting profession is not one which 
produces assassins more than another; that there have 
not, on the whole, been many mimes who were murderers. 
So the actors kept out of the way as much as possible for 
the first few weeks, particularly in Washington, where an 
eager Government was seeking to lock the barn door, 
preferably with the actors in the barn, after the horse had 
been stolen. They agreed publicly that Wilkes was a mon- 
ster, and privately thought that he was a "poor, crazy boy." 
Those of them who had known him were unable to recon- 
cile the careless, rather noisy lad with the dark plotter of 
bloody deeds. 

And the theater regained its popularity while the moral- 
ists still thundered if, indeed the theater had ever lost 
popularity. A strangely durable thing, the theater. In the 
autumn, production went on briskly and in September 
there opened at Niblo's a frolic which frightened the pro- 
fessionally holy almost out of their wits. It was called "The 
Black Crook." In it, for the first timer for the first time in 
a reputable playhouse, at any rate the girls wore tights, 
without skirts. Some of the protectors of morals came near 
dying of apoplexy; and "The Black Crook" ran for four 
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hundred and seventy-four performances, bringing new pros- 
perity to Niblo's. 

About Booth himself, however, the question was still 
unanswered. Public opinion had exonerated the theater as 
a whole from complicity in the crime of Wilkes Booth. It 
remained to be seen what its attitude would be toward 
Wilkes's brother. Edwin's friends, and Edwin himself, were 
hopeful. Still, it was something of an experiment. One mad- 
man with a gun might outweigh all those who sympa- 
thized, who sought to restate their regard for an innocent 
member of an assassin's family. Stuart must have felt some 
trepidation when in December he announced the return to 
the stage of Edwin- Booth, who would appear in his favorite 
r&le of Hamlet on January 3. This advertisement was duly 
printed in the New York newspapers with the single out- 
standing exception of the New York "Herald." 

It had pleased James Gordon Bennett, some little time 
before, to fall out violently with the Managers' Association, 
of which Stuart, nominal head of the Winter Garden, was 
a member. For months the "Herald" had frothed at the 
editorial columns. It accused the managers of all the sins 
it could think of, and it was singularly capable of thinking 
of sins. The managers were of foreign birth and foes of 
the American spirit. The eagle screamed. The managers 
put on plays which incited to crime and wantonness; their 
productions were lewd and indecent. They had fouled their 
own nests. They had brought disgrace on the living drama. 
They led small boys and girls into paths of unrighteous- 
ness. They demoralized grown men and women. They had 
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made it impossible for respectable members of Society- 
members of Society, for example, who showed their respect- 
ability by reading the "Herald" to go to the theater at all. 
They insidiously plotted against the American common- 
wealth. They were upholders of the Continental Sabbath 
and of wearing tights without skirts. And, further, they did 
not advertise in the "Herald." 

That last charge, at least, could be demonstrated. They 
did not advertise in the "Herald" not the Olympic or Wal- 
kck's or Niblo's or Fox's Old Bowery or Barnum's or the 
Winter Garden. The "Herald" offered its readers, in the 
advertising columns, a choice only among the smallest fry. 
The readers might entertain themselves at several minstrel 
shows with the sanction of the "Herald's" proprietor. The 
other productions current were connected with the in- 
famous managers. 

The houses which were not represented were the lead- 
ing houses of New York. They advertised elsewhere: in 
the "Sun," the "Evening Post," the New York "Tribune," 
and the rest. And over each single advertisement in each 
newspaper appeared the line "This Establishment Does Not 
Advertise in the NEW YORK HERALD." 

Bennett grew more angry every time he saw it. 

Nor did he have the satisfaction of seeing the pro- 
ductions in these theaters wither before his scorching wrath. 
Possibly all his outcries against indecency merely whetted 
the curiosity of the unregenerate playgoers; certainly "The 
Black Crook" went all the better for the denunciation of it, 
which was not, however, limited to the "Herald." And 
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Wallack's continued blithely, in that season producing 
forty-nine plays, of which "It Is Never Too Late to Mend" 
was the most popular. 

Some of the other tides may prove interesting. "Lost in 
London" was a favorite, with twenty-three performances. 
"The Serf" and "The Needful" ran fourteen each; "Don 
Caesar de Bazan" was good for ten. And among the others, 
which ran from nine performances to one apiece, were 
"Dreams of Delusion," "The Double Gallant," "Still Waters 
Run Deep," "Ici On Parle Francis," "A Wonderful 
Woman," "To Marry or Not to Marry," "How She Loves 
Him!" "Miriam's Crime," "Married Life," "Single Life," 
"Deaf as a Post," "Rural. Felicity," and "High Life Below 
Stairs." 

The "Herald" particularly despised Wallack's, which 
bore up rather well. It was frantic every time it thought of 
Stuart, Irishman born. And it found its best target when 
Stuart announced the return of Edwin Booth. "What!" 
wailed the "Herald." "Can Such Things Be?" 

Or, more specifically, thus: 

Is the Assassination of Caesar to be Performed? The 
public must be surprised to learn that a Booth is to appear 
on the New York stage the coming week. We know not which 
is the most worthy of condemnation, the heartless cupidity of 
the foreign manager, who has no real sympathy with this 
country or the feelings of the American people, in bringing 
out this actor at the present time, or the shocking bad taste 
of the actor himself in appearing. Will he appear as the assas- 
sin of Caesar? That would be, perhaps, the most suitable char- 
acter and the most sensational one to answer the manager's 
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purpose. Shame upon such indecent and reckless disregard of 
propriety and the sentiments of the American people! Can 
the sinking fortunes of this foreign manager be sustained in 
no other way than by such an indecent violation of propriety? 
The blood of our martyred President is not yet dry in the 
memory of the people, and the very name of the assassin is 
appalling to the public mind; still a Booth is advertised to 
appear before a New York audience! 

The "Herald" paused for a reply. It was not to be the 
reply expected. Mr. Bennett's "Herald" did the memory of 
the public too much credit or its sense of justice too little. 
The public was not so readily taken in as the "Herald" had 
hoped. It could, with the wind in any direction, tell one 
Booth from another Booth. The Booth who was to return 
to the stage on January 3 was not the Booth who had killed 
Lincoln. The public resented this effort to kick a man when 
he was down, particularly as it was not the right man. The 
"Herald" succeeded chiefly in arousing increased sympathy 
for Edwin Booth, making him appear an under dog and 
the victim of unfair tactics. Its attacks, which drove other 
newspapers to Booth's support, enlarged public interest in 
Booth's return and increased public emotions. Booth's ap- 
pearance became more than the return of an actor to a 
stage: it became an opportunity to acclaim an under dog; 
a martyr to another's sin; a gentleman who had suffered 
unjustly. 

The other newspapers perceived this aspect of the event. 
The "Tribune" moved its editorial comment to the first 
page on January 3 and felt it "safe to predict that the 
Winter Garden will be thronged tonight as it has rarely 
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been thronged before." "Since the golden days of Rachel/' 
it added, "this theater has not witnessed an event so impor- 
tant and so interesting as the reappearance of Edwin 
Booth." It continued, lengthily, in a vein of adulation. Other 
newspapers responded similarly to the "Herald's" attacks. 
Men and women who had thought nothing whatever about 
the whole affair passionately took sides and discovered that 
great things were at stake. 

For days in advance tickets sold rapidly. Stuart warned 
in his advertisement that the supply was limited and that, 
although the management was anxious to keep tickets out 
of the hands of speculators, prompt action was necessary 
on the part of prospective patrons. They must run, not 
walk, to the box-office. They did so, in numbers, but specu- 
lators are not so easily outwitted. Blocks of tickets were 
purchased and held for an advance, which came. The 
"Herald's" complete silence regarding the whole matter on 
the day it was to come to a head the belated silence of 
dignity, no doubt was broken rather amusingly in one of 
the advertising columns. There appeared this note: 

EDWIN BOOTH A Few Choice Seats may be obtained for 
this evening by applying at the bar at Buckland's Hotel, 
corner of Twenty-seventh Street and Fourth Avenue. 

A great crowd, only a minority holding seats, choice 
or otherwise, gathered that evening in the streets around 
the Winter Garden. Special details of police were on hand 
in the event of trouble. Men and women had come from 
Boston and Philadelphia and Baltimore and even Wash- 
ington to witness the event. Long before the doors were 
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open, hundreds were ready to burst in and other hundreds 
swarmed outside, with the chance of trouble their only hope 
for entertainment. The crowd shouted and booed and 
cheered. It broke up into little arguing knots, and the knots 
degenerated into battles which the police broke up. There 
were threatening shouts and loud announcements of pro- 
jected violent activity, followed by more shouts and more 
announcements, but very little activity of any kind. Those 
who actually had tickets and wished to enter fought their 
way through the lookers-on, aided as much as possible by 
the police force. 

Long before the hour set for the beginning of the per-" 
formance, at "7% o'clock," the house was filled. The crowd 
was a talkative, uneasy one, with policemen evident in it. 
Back stage, Booth could hear it murmuring, and then, no 
doubt, he regretted a hundred times that he had submitted 
to the pleas of friends and of his own necessities; that he 
had returned to the "excitement of the only trade for which 
God had fitted him." The trade had never promised half 
so much excitement as this. The curtain rose and Horatio 
listened to the story of the frightened watchman. 

Then Booth's cue came. He was pale when he went 
on the stage and a burst of noise met him. Cheering. Boo- 
ing. Which was it? What was the temper of his crowd? 
What danger was he fronting? He waited. The noise 
slowly resolved itself. The crowd ... the crowd was cheer- 
ing! Boos and hisses and threats, all were drowned out. 
They cheered him. It was minutes before he could proceed. 
Then he went on into the r61e. The melancholy of Hamlet 
deepened. He played calmly and well; the crowd forgot its 
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emotions in the play. They forgot Booth in Hamlet, All 
was as it should be. He was an actor once again. 

Next morning the "Tribune" reported, in evident glee, 
on the riotous scene. It was particularly pleased to report 
that the New York "Herald" had been roundly hissed. It 
had space for little about the play. But Hamlet was himself 
again* 

Or almost himself. He was never afterward quite the 
same. No expression of the public's affection could wipe 
away his own feeling of shame. Too close together had 
come the tragedies of 1863 and 1865. He shrank back still 
further into himself. Now the withdrawal which had begun 
as a mask to hide a boy's shyness was fixed. In the months, 
and in the years, which followed, "the labor I underwent, 
with the domestic afflictions weighing heavily upon me, 
made me very unfit for social enjoyment of any kind and 
I was forced to shut myself up a great deal. This, of course^ 
made people think me haughty, self-conceited and 'Ham- 
let-y' all the time, whereas I was very weary and unhappy." 

The murder of Abraham Lincoln was too enormous a 
weight to put aside. Booth was too weary and too unhappy 
to rally under it. It was easier to retreat into himself, to 
put on a mask, to hide. He retreated from that catastrophe. 
His friends never spoke of it. Only the portrait of Wilkes 
which hung in his bedroom, kept there doggedly as a 
symbol of pride or of futility or of man's destiny to unhap- 
piness, remained as a thorn in his spirit. Only that and 
accident. 

He never played in Washington after Lincoln's mur- 
ider, although in later years he was often begged to visit 
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the capital. When he played in Baltimore, Washington 
lovers of tragedy went there to see him. But he could not 
always avoid memories. Once in the home o an acquaint- 
ance, years afterward, Booth found a plaster cast of a hand. 
He had been wandering about the room while the others 
talked. He picked it up the cast of a great hand, power- 
ful and knotted. 

"Whose hand is this?" he asked his host. 

James Lorrimer Graham pretended he had not heard. 

"Whose hand is this?" Booth asked again, a little 
louder. Conversation was broken off and there was a 
moment of waiting. 

"That is Lincoln's hand," Graham said, his tone ex- 
pressionless. Conversation began again, flurried and eager* 

"The man to whom it meant such unspeakable things 
put it down softly without a word," says Howells, who 
reports the incident. 

Work was the best narcotic. Booth plunged into it, 
making ready new and even more grand productions for 
the Winter Garden. He joined .Clarke in taking over the 
lease of the Boston Theater, so that they controlled houses in 
Philadelphia, New York, and the city which was no longer 
quite the hub of culture. In New York, he played Hamlet, 
received the medal, opened "Richelieu," which had been in 
preparation at the time of the assassination and was to have 
been offered in the spring of 1865. It was, from all accounts, 
a magnificent "Richelieu," mounted extravagantly. He 
went, afterward, to Boston, where another enthusiastic audi- 
ence welcomed him on the occasion of another return to 
the stage. Late in the spring he went to Philadelphia, to 
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play there on April 23 "in celebration of the birth and 
death of Shakespeare," as it was at the time somewhat 
anomalously worded. 

The next autumn they swung back into the rotation 
agreed upon, Clarke opening the season. But with his wife 
by no means recovered from the shock of Wilkes's crime, 
and with other obligations pressing, Clarke found his co- 
management of the Winter Garden inconvenient. He pro- 
posed that Booth buy him out and Booth did so, paying 
ten thousand dollars for his share in the business. Clarke, 
a few years later, went to England and the latter part of his 
career is associated with the London stage. 

Booth and Stuart continued with the Winter Garden 
and in January gave a lavish production to "The Merchant 
of Venice." It ran its course amid much applause, and was 
followed on March 22 by a spectacular version of Payne's 
"Brutus, or, The Fall of Tarquin." Special efforts were 
made to have the final scene, "the destruction of Rome," 
realistic beyond anything usually seen on the stage. It was 
a beautiful and impressive pyrotechnical display, bringing 
gasps from the audience. An even larger audience, how- 
ever, gasped the next morning. 

At a few minutes before nine o'clock that morning, 
stage carpenters reporting for work smelled smoke and, an 
instant later, saw flame. There was the sound of running 
on the stage, and hoarse shouting. In his apartment above, 
Stuart was roughly awakened by the noise; he ran in his 
nightshirt to peer from a balcony into the auditorium. Then 
he leaped wildly back to his room and into trousers and 
overcoat. After one or two false starts and encounters with 
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walls of smoke and flame, he managed to escape from a 
building which was burning furiously. 

Firemen dragged their engines through the streets; 
Broadway was blocked off; thousands gathered to see the 
Winter Garden go up in smoke and flame. From the ad- 
joining Southern Hotel scantily dressed occupants were 
driven to shiver on the streets; the guests of the near-by 
Tremont Hotel looked out in horror and hastily got their 
belongings together. Nothing could stop the flames in the 
theater, but the hotels were only slightly damaged. The 
"Herald" of the next day notes that part of the roof of the 
burning building fell upon a saloon, crushing it and de- 
stroying eleven of twelve barrels of whisky stored in the 
rear. 

No one ever knew definitely what started the fire, but 
it was always assumed that a spark from the last act's 
realism had smoldered through the night in the scenery, 
perhaps bursting into flame when an opening door set up 
a draft. Booth lost everything he had in the way of cos- 
tumes, and many mementos which he had carefully pro- 
tected for years. His loss was estimated at about forty 
thousand dollars, Stuart had less to lose, the fire terminat- 
ing the lease. 

Booth had planned to continue indefinitely at the 
Winter Garden, although it was not located to the best 
advantage in the rapidly changing city; he had planned 
to continue with the organization he had built up, although 
Stuart was not the partner he would have chosen if the 
choice were to be made again. Stuart was already acknowl- 
edging, to every one who would listen, the great debt owed 
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to him by Edwin Booth, and was more than hinting that 
the tragedian would have remained a minor star but for 
his timely aid* But the fire ended old plans and opened the 
way to new ones. The "Herald" summed the matter up 
well enough although on the assumption that Stuart, not 
Booth, was the guiding spirit of the enterprise in an 
editorial article on March 24: 

At the Winter Garden, he [Stuart] used a very creditable 
exertion to sustain the legitimate drama and render it as it 
was before the stage became confused by the apparitions of 
the woolly horses, stuffed monkeys, fat women and cosmo- 
politan giants and dwarfs and before public taste was out- 
raged and palled, almost to insensibility, by scenic glare, blue 
lights, the rattle of gongs, tin plates and the demoralizing 
posturing of the ballet, lowered in some instances to positive 
indecency. The performances which, were arranged at the 
Winter Garden by Manager Stuart had a tendency to neu- 
tralize the poisonous effect of these exhibitions; but the place 
was entirely too small, situated too far down town and inade- 
quate to accommodate even the refined audience which the 
great city of New York can furnish, not to speak of it as a 
metropolitan dramatic school for the cultivation and enlight- 
enment and consequent refinement of the vast middle and 
working classes and the rising generation of every rank of life. 
Winter Garden, in fact, held within its walls the living prin- 
ciples of art, which is inextinguishable, but was insufficient 
to afford it healthy development. Out of evil comes good. 

The good was, in the "Herald's" view, that now the 
way was cleared for Stuart and Booth or for some others 
to build a more stately mansion for the legitimate some- 
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where farther uptown, so providing cultivation, enlighten- 
ment, and the consequent refinement to larger numbers in 
happier surroundings. 

The idea appealed to Booth. Why not build for himself 
a theater an ideal theater, dedicated to the living drama; 
a theater in which he should be master and responsible to 
no one, free to work for truth and beauty with no financial 
obligations to partners? He began, at first idly, to investi- 
gate the possibilities of such an undertaking. Then his 
enthusiasm and determination grew. He would build a 
great theater. 



XI 

"VERY BIG PUDDLE' 



MAN CONSOLES HIMSELF WITH LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP AND DRINK 

and work all agreeable narcotics. Combined and recom- 
bined in varying patterns, they provide his occupation, his 
means of escaping thought To these some men add religion 
and many seek in music and books and pictures an imper- 
sonal approximation of them. When one is lost man 
turns with redoubled eagerness to those which remain; 
if all vanish he shoots himself or goes mad in one fashion or 
another or sits profitlessly regarding his navel, escaping in 
self-hypnosis from the constant threat of the indifferent 
external world. 

Now for thirty-four years life had been wrenching from 
the hands of Edwin Booth these essential drugs. Early, while 
he was still a shrinking boy, feeling himself an outcast as he 
guided the erratic footsteps of his nonconforming father and 
contemplated miserably the irregularity of his own birth, it 
had made unconstrained friendship very nearly impossible 
for him. He took, then and after, what he could get of 
friendship; but although many loved him, it was none too 
much* There was built, very early, an icy wall in, Booth 
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which baffled his friends, and only one or two, if, indeed, 
any, attempted to scale it. But that wall had melted to let 
love in. 

The warmth of that narcotic was hardly in his veins 
before life snatched it away from him. He was not a man to 
love twice. His was that deeply monogamous instinct which 
more often than is generally admitted tradition insisting 
otherwise permeates the male. He did not love again, 
although, as we shall see, he married again. And while love 
was lost to him, Fate utilized conscience to strike a double 
blow, withdrawing at the same moment the warm confusion 
of drunkenness in which he might have found amnesia. 
Allowed two years in which to recover, he was then stricken 
cruelly by his brother's crime, which completed his retreat 
into himself, making friendship the more impossible. 

He was never, although he talked often of God, a deeply 
religious man. He was convinced, with his generation, of the 
essential truths of Christianity, but there is no evidence that 
he found the mystic's solace in faith. There is nothing to indi- 
cate that he was greatly touched by music or that he could 
use books as an escape. He had, in short, very little left but 
work. 

Life left him that, by way of consolation. After 1866 he 
turned to it furiously, seeking to make it everything. He was 
still young, still untired, and in that one thing still confident. 
He had reason for his confidence; if his own good sense did 
not assure him of that, he could point to his tangible fame. 
Grant that outside circumstances had heightened it, although 
one doubts whether that possibility occurred quite clearly to 
Booth, it was still sound in itself. No ballyhooing which Fate 
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might be pleased to offer in recompense for what she had 
taken could have made Booth what, professionally, he was 
in the spring of 1867, if there had been no spark of genius for 
ballyhoo to fan. He was an actor. 

Nothing remained to distract him from his acting. And 
chance played him in good stead when the Winter Garden 
went spectacularly up in smoke and flame. It forced him out 
of an old groove in which he might have remained. It forced 
him to devote his energies deliberately and consciously to 
something larger than the outmoded Winter Garden could 
contain. It drove him to the construction of a theater which 
he dedicated to the highest thing he knew in the art he 
served. He went about the new task with an idealistic deter- 
mination to give the city what he and others a little glibly 
called a "temple of dramatic art." But Booth did not think of 
it glibly. Of course he hoped to make money from it; of 
course he sought to enhance his fame. But there is no reason 
for the most cynical to believe that he lacked less personal 
dreams. Doubtless he would have been far better off in the 
end if he had had none. 

He did not hesitate after the Winter Garden burned. He 
was at the head of his profession. If the destroyed home of 
the "legitimate" were to be repkced by a home more perma- 
nent, more majestic, plans could hardly be made in which he 
did not figure. He was the incumbent of the tragic throne. 
He was more. He had, in his brief and interrupted rule at the 
Winter Garden, proved himself America's foremost pro- 
ducer in the grand manner. He mounted Shakspere, and no 
Gibbered' Shakspere, with a magnificence which his country 
Jiad not seen before. Charles Kean in London was doing as 
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much, perhaps, but not more; and it is doubtful whether the 
son of Junius Booth's earliest rival brought to the stage the 
creative spark which was in Edwin Booth. 

In remembering Booth we often forget this aspect of his 
career. He was outstanding as an actor; during the latter 
years of his life he was nothing more. Then he was very 
weary and did not care. But before that he had done much, 
more than any of his predecessors, to bring Shakspere suit- 
ably to the stage in the United States. 

Before him, as far as the national stage was concerned, 
Shakspere had been haggled into strips of poetic silk with 
which the tragedian might enwrap himself at will. Things 
were little better in England. Edmund Kean, Junius Booth, 
Forrest, and the dynastic rulers they succeeded wanted parts, 
not plays. They were entirely undisturbed in their artistic 
conscience as they chopped small, scarcely recognizable, 
chunks from the dramas, throwing aside as useless debris 
almost everything which did not appertain directly to the 
leading r61e. They left the pundits to worry over Shakspere; 
they grabbed such bits as they needed and strutted on. 

Now, very early Edwin Booth seems to have resented 
this cavalier treatment of the poet to whom so much labial 
homage was paid and so little fairness shown. Almost before 
he was in his own right a star, and certainly before he was at 
the pinnacle of public favor, he had begun to revise the 
Shaksperian plays in his repertory so that they would at 
least approximate the originals from which they came. Given 
in the Winter Garden greater powers, for then he began to 
direct as well as to act and to plan the mounting of the pro- 
ductions, he found greater fidelity to the originals possible. 
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He was one of those who made "Gibber," as applied to 
Shakspere, an expression of contempt. 

Very likely his productions would to-day appear old- 
fashioned. They carried fidelity, actuality, into the last detail. 
They scamped nothing; they suggested no more and no less 
than theyrevealed. They made no mountains out of shadows, 
wrapped no symbols in canvas. The thought that some day 
an irregular pile of cubes might serve a Norman Bel Geddes 
for all the interiors and exteriors of "Hamlet," and serve him 
so well that Hamlet was scarcely visible against his back- 
ground, would have seemed to Booth quite mad. The throne 
room of Booth's "Hamlet" was a throne room, complete with 
throne, pillars, walls, and velvet draperies. When his watch- 
men observed the ghost from the battlements, no imagination 
was necessary to conceive of their vantage-point as a castle 
wall. And when Juliet dreamed on her balcony but we shall 
hear more of Juliet's balcony. 

One might lean against the pillars on Booth's stage and 
they would not tremble; the steel of Booth's swords flashed 
like steel and chattered like steel, because it was steel. He 
believed in magnificence and solidity on the stage; in those 
same virtues in plays. No hanging drapery was, in the theater 
where he produced, asked to suggest more than a hanging 
drapery. Perhaps he was uninspired. Perhaps he knew sub- 
consciously the ache of the human heart for veritable mag- 
nificence; its insistence that play-acting be play-acting, not 
intimation. Less would have seemed to him cheating. 

As, in the summer of 1867, he proceeded with the pre- 
liminary negotiations for his new theater, it was with these 
ideals firmly in mind and unquestioned. He planned a 
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theater of the most solid granite and o unashamed theatri- 
cality. If he had been informed that a theater should look like 
something else; that entering it should be as uneventful as 
entering a haberdasher's, he would have stared in blank 
amazement . . . and probably strode away, looking Hamlet 
every inch. But there was nobody there to inform him 
that restraint and reticence were advancing, with politely 
opened mouths, to swallow everything. 

He intended it for a Shaksperian theater. There, he 
wrote, "I intend to go even beyond Charles Kean in my devo- 
tion to the sacred text of the late W. S. I intend to restore to 
the stage (to mine, at least) the unadulterated plays of 
Shakspere. His Romeo and Juliet, not so performed since 
the days of Betterton, I fancy, unless Barry, in opposition to 
Garrick, revived it; Richard 111, which Charles Kean failed 
to attempt and offered a weak apology for retaining the 
Gibber version." 

He was to do grand things, grandly. On that he was 
determined, even before he found a backer and financial 
adviser. For the actual management of the project he 
engaged, rather quickly, Richard A, Robertson of Boston, a 
successful business man or a "commonplace tradesman," as 
Winter considered him. Robertson was willing, even eager, 
to enter the world of the theater. He saw money in it, being 
an indefatigable speculator and optimist. He saw fame and 
a chance to associate his name with that of Edwin Booth; 
he had perhaps, underneath, a real love for the art. He always 
said he had, at any rate. 

So, with his ideals, his freedom from other interests, his 
confidence in his own professional star, which was at least 
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still shining in the bare heavens, and Richard A. Robertson, 
Booth waded in the summer of 1867 into what he was later 
to describe as a "very big puddle." He and Robertson dis- 
cussed the matter and drew up working plans. They esti- 
mated that the theater would cost half a million dollars. They 
agreed that of this sum Robertson would provide at once 
seventy-five thousand dollars. Later, as the need arose, he 
would add to that sum until his total investment rose to a 
hundred and fifty thousand. Booth, meanwhile, was to put in 
what he might have and, by acting while the building was 
being constructed, make the balance. 

The property, it was agreed, would remain in Booth's 
name. The partnership would continue for five years after 
the theater opened, and during that period the Boston trades- 
man was to receive three sevenths of the profits, Booth tak- 
ing the remainder. At the expiration of that period Booth 
was to pay to Robertson a bonus of a hundred thousand dol- 
lars and any additional sums which might be needed to make 
up the difference between what Robertson had been paid in 
profits and what he had invested. At any time, even before 
the expiration of the five years, Booth might obtain clear tide 
by paying the hundred thousand and repaying whatever part 
of Robertson's original investment had not been returned to 
him, up to that time, in profits. 

It will be noticed that Robertson stood to lose nothing, 
provided Booth lived, earned, and did not default on his 
obligation, regardless of the success or failure of this particu- 
lar venture. He was assured a profit of a hundred thousand 
dollars, as a minimum. If his profits exceeded his investment 
the excess also was his. Booth took all the financial chances. 
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J. Henry Magonigle, husband of one of Mary Devlin's 
sisters and a close friend of Booth, was delegated to decide 
upon a site. He found one that seemed to him ideal, at the 
southeast corner of Sixth Avenue and Twenty-third Street, 
far enough uptown in 1867 to eliminate the "Herald's" objec- 
tions. The property had a frontage of one hundred and 
eighty-four feet on Twenty-third Street and of a hundred on 
Sixth Avenue. The site, consisting of several plots, was con- 
trolled by J. A. Page and W. Murray and once they discov- 
ered Magonigle's purpose, which was not difficult they 
fixed the price at one hundred and sixty-five thousand dol- 
lars. Of this sum Booth paid, in May, something over fifty 
thousand in cash, leaving a balance due, on mortgages, of a 
hundred thousand to Murray and fifteen thousand to Page. 
A memorandum showing the details of this transaction is 
still extant. 

Excavation was begun on July i, after the ground had 
been cleared of other buildings. After the top soil had been 
cleared away, a ledge of rock was discovered and unexpected 
blasting operations proved necessary, increasing the price of 
the work. The "Herald" later estimated that the excavation 
cost sixty thousand dollars. 

To supply his share of the money, it was necessary for 
Booth to wring from the road all the "ducats" he always 
spoke of "ducats" it could be made to contribute. So not 
long after the digging was started he was off on tour. Then 
he began to send back money. It went to Joseph Booth, who 
had been called in to act as treasurer and in that capacity to 
keep an eye on his brother's interests. Joseph would be loyal. 
And Joseph was loyal. He had, of course, no idea of handling 
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money or of keeping books. He went from complication to 
complication, floundering deeper as the complexity of the 
financing increased, until he had quite lost himself. 

Some years later an accountant was called in to follow 
Joseph into the labyrinth he had made for himself. After 
prolonged study the accountant reported that Joseph had, 
apparently, figured into the cost of the building the cost of 
the first two productions in it. It was impossible to tell where 
the stone-masons left off and Juliet began; not man or God 
could find a dividing line. But Joseph was loyal. And it was 
a brotherly thing to give Mm the job. He needed a job, as 
Edwin knew. 

Booth went on the road and began to send back checks. 
For two years the checks flowed, through Joseph to Robert- 
son, who remained to give the building his full attention. 
When the checks were not sufficient, notes were used. Booth 
had left behind, when he first went outfor ducats, a sheaf of 
notes, signed in blank, for Robertson to use at will. Robertson 
had the will. The cash, although it came in rapidly (on 
December 2 of the first year we find Joseph acknowledging 
the receipt of two checks, totaling eight thousand dollars, 
which had come so close together that the first was not noted 
before the second arrived) was never enough. Edwin could 
make money, but not so fast as Robertson could spend it. 
The building rose rapidly. "It is getting along fast enough," 
Joseph reported to his brother on that same December 2. 

But before he got this letter Booth had something else to 
tht'nfc about. He had played ^n Chicago that autumn, and 
there met Mary McVicker^a small, vivacious, sturdy young 
woman, full of energy and nervous force. She was the step- 
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daughter of J. H. McVicker, theater-owner and manager, 
and had taken her second father's name in preference to that 
of Runnion, which was legally hers. She was described by a 
later reviewer, with the frankness so remarkably indulged in 
by the newspapers of that day, as "no delicate geranium, ris- 
ing from a Sevres vase, but a strong, practical Western 
woman, with but little artistic training but a good deal of 
rude vigor and force." Down throughsixty years that descrip- 
tion floats tantalizingly. She was no "delicate geranium." 

She had fallen in love with Edwin almost at once. Many 
women did. But her force, her confidence, made a special 
appeal to the lonely actor. He did not deeply love her; he had 
done with loving. He liked her, grew fond of her. He needed 
a mother for his little girl, who could not be left always in 
school or with her grandmother. As Booth thought of her he 
gave himself "up entirely to the contemplation of what was 
to be of greater import and far more real than the theater or 
acting or fame or dollars." So Edwin himself predicted. And 
in McVicker's Theater Edwin and this new Mary played 
Romeo and Juliet to each other, professionally, and she, at 
least, played the role off the stage as well. When he left 
Chicago she accompanied him as a member of his company, 
acting Juliet in Baltimore and elsewhere; acting also Desde- 
mona to his Othello and Margaret to his Sir Giles. 

"I traveled West and South that season from Septem- 
ber 4th 'til June pth," Booth wrote afterward, summing up 
the season of 1867-68, in its professional aspects. "I made lots 
of money and paid it out as fast as I could count it." 

He was back in New York after the close of his tour and 
had a look at the repository of all that money. The walls 
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were up and Robertson was full of confidence. Booth went 
over the accounts, solved them as well as he could, and 
whistled. Already, and only half completed, the building had 
cost the whole of the amount originally fixed. He discovered 
that he owed tremendous sums on the notes which had been 
discounted. He was unable, for all his study, to see where the 
records showed that Robertson had put in any real cash, 
although the manager was certainly active and zealous as a 
paymaster. 

But Booth was not a business man; probably, he told 
himself, he merely did not understand the figures. At any 
rate, there was nothing to be done about it; he was in for ten 
shillings and might as well be in for a pound. Four walls, 
alone, were of no value to any one, so there was no alterna- 
tive to continuing. Robertson let more contracts and vigor- 
ously expressed his complete confidence. It was costing a 
pretty penny, but what could one expect? They had under- 
estimated, evidently. But it would be a magnificent play- 
house. "Booth's Theater," Robertson murmured over to 
himself, loud enough for Booth to hear. 

Booth went away again, somewhat dazed. It was more 
complicated than he had thought, this business of building a 
home for the living drama. Perhaps hewished hehad brought 
into it some other of his business friends E. C. Benedict, for 
example, or even Stedman. But neither had the money to 
put in. Of course there was nothing to indicate that any 
money was being put in, except by himself; still ... It was 
very confusing. Clear out of it, however, stood one thing. He 
must get him back to the road and make more money. He 
admitted: 
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The enterprise swelled gigantically in my hands. It has at- 
tained such proportions as would frighten anyone whose bump 
of "don't-care-a-tiveness" was less than mine. I'm in a very big 
puddle; if I can wade it, well; if not, why, as Bunsby would 
say, well, too. Certain it is, I have had enough vexation regard- 
ing this same theater to drive me mad, and yet I am calm and 
careless as though the ultimate success were a fixed fact. 

He was careless enough whatever may have been the 
extent of his calm. And it was exciting, uplifting, to see the 
hole which had been at Twenty-third Street and Sixth Ave- 
nue transformed into walls and into the rude shape of a 
theater, his theater. His name would be carved over the door. 
The flags which would float from the towers would be let- 
tered, "Booth's Theater." 

And that autumn, before he went back to the road, the 
roof was on. A little later the playhouse was nearing com- 
pletion, and had cost in excess of a million dollars. Booth 
himself seems never to have known exactly what it cost. 
Once he wrote the sum down as "over a million and a half" 
and then crossed out the word "half" and substituted "quar- 
ter." But really all he knew was that he had a theater; he 
was in debt, but he had a theater. He began to plan, re- 
turning to New York, for the first magnificent production. 
He left the rest to Robertson; left him to know how deeply 
the theater was mortgaged to Oakes Ames and others. 

Perhaps even Robertson was a little confused by that 
time over this madly financed ideal. Most of the money had 
been obtained, McVicker afterward deduced, "on the credit 
of Booth's name, by a system of shaving on short term 
loans," which, McVicker rightly added, was "entirely wrong 
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in an undertaking so large." There was never afterward any* 
thing to indicate that Robertson had put in one penny, but 
no one ever knew. Robertson subsequently insisted that he 
was at least obligated by the notes. 

The building was floating on paper, but it looked solid 
enough by the first day of 1869. Then it was done save for 
the finishing touches, and the construction of scenery for 
"Romeo and Juliet" was under way. Joseph figured it in, 
resolutely. The opening was set for February 3, 1869. 

And it was a fine building, that granite temple. It lifted 
three stubby towers a hundred and twenty feet above the 
sidewalk. Ornamental iron rails ran around each tower, flags 
floated over two of them, and there was a vast deal of man- 
sard roof. The building fronted for the full length of the 
plot on Twenty-third Street, although the theater itself had 
a frontage of only a hundred and fifty feet. Between the 
theater proper and Sixth Avenue was a narrower building, 
uniform architecturally but separate. It contained offices and 
studios. Through it, to Sixth Avenue, was cut a secondary 
entrance, hardly less elaborate than the other. 

Entering from Twenty-third Street, one came first into 
a lobby magnificently faced with Italian marble. From one 
side of it a winding staircase, also of marble, rose toward the 
balcony and, in a niche at the stair landing, there was a hand- 
some statue of the elder Booth. From the lobby one entered 
the auditorium, domed, capable of seating almost eighteen 
hundred persons, profusely decorated with busts of Shak- 
sperian characters, bas-reliefs of the muses, paintings and 
carved decorations. It was considered very beautiful and was 
at least magnificent. 
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The stage was unusual in capacity. From the foots it ran 
back fifty-five feet and was correspondingly wide and high. 
Underneath was, invisible of course, a deep pit filled with 
hydraulic machinery and sets. The machinery poked the sets 
up through slits in the floor, very little of it being "flown," 
hauled up to the fly loft above. The old device of the slotted 
stage, with the flats set into the slots and pushed out from the 
wings, was done away with. The hydraulic system, leaving 
less to man-power, made possible the utilization of far more 
massive scenery than could have been handled by the old 
method, so leaving Booth freer to make his settings match 
his dreams of grandeur. 

It was, all in all, a theater to make the audience gasp; 
however unstable it may have been financially, architects and 
builders had worked well. It was possible to push up through 
the floor of that stage a wall for Juliet's balcony which was 
sixty feet high and had, yes, two balconies. Asia so reports. 
There was, however, only one Juliet. 

Booth had had time to see it in its full magnificence, 
and be thrilled by it, when, on January 13, he received a letter 
from Robertson. He carefully saved that letter, and it sur- 
vives both writer and recipient. It began, familiarly, "Dear 
Ned," and continued: 

I know how unhappy it makes you to undertake the look- 
ing into of business matters. Such is the nature and magnitude 
of this between us, however, it may be arranged in some way. 
I will state as briefly as I can my situation and what I want. 

Enclosed please find mem'd of the amt, I have invested, 
also a mem'd of notes of which I am as liable as yourself. 
Think for a moment, Ned, of all this and of all I have done 
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and what must yet be done to carry this enterprise through and 
what do I really own? I own a right to make some money pro- 
viding the building stands and you live. With all this amount 
of money in this enterprise, what can you imagine my feelings 
must be when I enter the building or think of it to know I do 
not own a dollar there. What should stimulate me to go on? 

The proposition made to me by Harry [Magonigle] has 
nearly made me sick i.e., a third interest upon the present val- 
uation. This to me was so far from being just that I felt that 
my assistance had been but poorly appreciated and proposed to 
say nothing more to one who has regarded me in the enterprise 
about as he would hi$ auxiliary corps very necessary, but not 
of much consequence. I do not speak of this with any feeling. 
Harry's intentions are undoubtedly good, but he is far from 
being liberal and looks under the circumstances entirely on one 
side. I have been liberal in this affair. I have done whatever has 
been called upon me without referring in any way to the docu- 
ments between us. And I have done what money would not get 
me to do again. No amount of money would tempt me to go 
through my experience in Nov. and Dec. just passed. 

Why should I not be a fair owner in this building? Why, 
Ned, should I not have something which I can feel a pride in 
as much as yourself? Must the mere chance of making money 
be my reward? Must I lose sight of what has stimulated me 
from the first, your advancement as well as my own must I 
place myself in a position when the most money can be made 
out of the enterprise? 

If it had not been for your desire to have all this in your 
name it would have started right in the first place we should 
have bought the land together and divided the profits accruing 
from your advantages in a proper proportion. This is the way 
the enterprise should have been commenced and it is the way 
it should be treated now. 
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It is impossible for me to say in what proportion the profits 
should be divided. It would depend something upon what the 
profits will be. 

Now, as I view it, I should have not less than 3/7 of the 
estate conveyed to me and 3/7 of the profits for our seven years. 
You are far from being deprived of the privilege of acting in 
other places. There will always be a good proportion of the 
year for you to dispose of your time as you please. At the end 
of seven years 1 the property is yours entire if you choose to 
buy my interest it will be put upon such cosy terms of pay- 
ment say i to 5 years if you continue in health and at the 
end of seven years you can draw your check for the amount, 
if you choose. 

Now what I have here written you can decide on. My fine 
idea is that we should own equally together, but if this cannot 
be allowed then make it 3/7, if this cannot be allowed then a 
mortgage must be made out and I fall back upon the original 
document. 

I believe fully that this letter will place the matter before 
you as you desire to have it enabling you to act justly and 
clearly. I would here say if you feel as if you could not do so, 
I would be perfectly willing to leave it out to any three disin- 
terested parties. 

Try and see me tomorrow, 

Yours ever, 

DICK* 

This curious blend of business and sentiment is in- 
dorsed, in Booth's hand, "Infamous, lying villain!" 

But Booth might think as he chose; and the inscription 
was, in any case, added later. When he received the letter he 
was deep in his first production, anxious, engrossed. The last 

* This period evidently includes the two years of construction. 



Darling of Misfortune 

thing he wanted was further entanglement, further argu- 
ment. He consented to the demand and conveyed to Robert- 
son the three sevenths he asked. He believed that he made his 
partner a "free gift" of it, but he made it, none the less. 

Booth was, it may be added, then darkly suspicious of 
the world. He was overdriven, tired, worried. Possibly he was 
quite wrong about Robertson. Less probably he was wrong 
about Stuart, who, enraged at being left out of the new ven- 
ture, was talking angrily behind Booth's back and making 
charges of all sorts. Booth paused in the turmoil of readying 
his theater to write to Jervis McEntee, an artist who was then 
painting him in various roles and, with the best intentions 
in the world, borrowing money from him. Booth asked 
McEntee to get into touch with Thompson, who lived in the 
same studio building in Tenth Street. He continued: 

I want him to make a point of seeing Will Winter, and 
explaining to him clearly the villainy of that d d rascal Stuart. 
He of course will, and has already set to work thereat, move 
heaven and earth to injure me with newspaper-men. I know 
that he has told a lot of infamous stories about me, in hopes of 
gaining their sympathy and inducing them to abuse me. He 
can't do much there are a few people in the press and only 
a few (I allude now to the corps dramatique) that I have 
some respect for and who do not know me personally and only 
form their notions on Stuart's report, and among these Winter 
ranks first. Their good opinion I wish to retain, not that I fear 
their ill but my good will toward them demands it. 

Stuart is black at the core and will kill himself in time, but 
he can spit venom yet and should be hanged. 

Poor overworked tragedian, with so many thorns in his 
crown! But the thorns' pricking was not felt as he looked up 
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at his magnificent theater, observed the working of the 
hydraulic machinery, saw the sets for "Romeo and Juliet" 
rise smoothly from their cavern. All annoyance vanished 
when, on the day of the opening, he at last read in the 
"Tribune" and elsewhere his own announcement: 

MR. EDWIN BOOTH 
respectfully announces that his theater 

will open 
This (Wednesday) Evening, February 3, 

introducing 
Miss MARY McViCKER , 

as Juliet, 
Miss FANNY MORANT 

as the Nurse, 
MR. EDWIN ADAMS 

as Mercutio, 
MR. MARK. SMITH 

as Friar Lawrence, 

MR. EDWIN BOOTH 

as Romeo. 

With a full and efficient company. The tragedy will be 
produced in strict accordance with historical propriety in every 
respect, following closely the text of Shakespeare. 

The full cast was listed, and named also were all con- 
nected in any capacity with the construction of the building. 
So we learn that the Messrs* Renwick & Sands were the 
architects; that John A. Robertson had acted as superintend- 
ent of construction; that Magonigle was business manager 
and J. A. Booth treasurer; that Mark Smith was stage- 
manager and Edward Mollenhaur leader of the orchestra. 

And the doors were opened wide. 



XII 

"WORTHIEST TEMPLE OF 
DRAMATIC ART" 



THE OPENING OF BOOTH*S THEATER WAS A THEATRICAL EVENT TO 

bring out all adjectives from their lurking-place in thesau- 
ruses. It was but let us turn back the pages to find that upon 
which William Winter, constructive critic of the "Tribune," 
devoted a column and a half of six-point type to an essay on 
the subject. Three columns of a modern newspaper would 
scarcely suffice to contain Mr. Winter's first hurried impres- 
sions; and remember that then the critic crouched over a 
desk with pen in hand and erudition in head to scratch out 
his views in a neat small hand. Mr. Winter's hand must have 
ached when he finished. Thus he began: 

There had been a vile storm prevalent of rain and snow, 
and the streets were in a condition that was powerfully hostile 
to the pedestrian. Nevertheless, a great company of people 
representing the culture, the magisterial dignity and the fashion 
of the city assembled to witness the inauguration of the new 
dramatic house. Human creatures, at their best, excited by an 
intellectual impulse, and gathered amid surroundings that are 
worthy of their high mood, always present a majestic spectacle. 
Such a spectacle was seen last night at Booth's Theater. Glanc- 
ing over the varied and animated throng, you saw many a face 
that study had paled and thought exalted* Grave judges were 
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there and workers in the field of literature and patient, toiling 
votaries of science and artists from their land of dreams. The 
eyes of beauty, too, shone there with unwonted lustre, bespeak- 
ing at its heart the influence of unwonted emotion. It was an 
audience that would have honored any occasion in the world 
and its presence gave to this one an irresistible charm of intel- 
lect and refinement* 

It is perhaps a pity to cut Mr. Winter short here, hardly 
launched on a description which went on from audience to 
theater, from theater to play, from play to Shakspere and 
from Shakspere to recognition of sublimity in general. But 
the reviewer of the "World" must be heard from, the com- 
poser of four solid columns (Winter must have felt he had 
scamped his job when he saw those four columns) on what 
was later, and far too briefly, to be known as the "Page 
Opposite Editorial." With simple finality the "World's" 
reporter began: 

No such temple consecrate to the drama has ever been 
reared before. It was reserved for this latter generation and the 
New World to unite all the arts in a lasting testimonial and 
splendid monument. The individual efforts of the young Amer- 
ican actor, so worthily shown in the building of a theater unlike 
any other in its perfect adaptiveness to the one purpose of dra- 
matic art, was met by the unprecedented payment of nearly ten 
thousand dollars by the public to be present on the opening 
night to see Shakespeare's tragedy of Romeo and Juliet, which 
they had all seen many times. It was a privilege to help in the 
inauguration of a Shakespearian theater, and the flinging open 
of the white portals last night was to let a flood of new glory 
out upon a sodden city, in which was a promise of lasting ra- 
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diance, reflecting with increased intensity from a wonderfully 
resplendent age. It seemed very like a wedding to the crowds 
of idlers that stood along the walks in Twenty-third Street and 
huddled together on the Sixth Avenue, forgetting the wintri- 
ness of the outside in the faery glow from the interior warm- 
ing themselves in the ardor of the scene. And so it was the 
wedding of immortal genius and young enthusiasm. All the 
town had contributed to grace the nuptials. It was all very pre- 
tentious and showy. 

One supposes it was, rather, while supposing also that 
the reviewer hardly felt it to be. In full flight of young 
enthusiasm, if not of immortal genius, he continued to a 
discussion of tragedy in general, pausing to note that the 
tragedy of the modern day was a "sickly affair" and that 
"Romeo and Juliet" was the "most Shakespearian of 
Shakespeare's tragedies." 

Near the bottom of the second column, it is disturbing 
to notice, he becomes, without typographical notice, some- 
body else and returns sharply to a discussion of the theater 
itself. The unparalleled temple to the drama becomes "by no 
means an ideal theater," which, the writer notes with regret, 
"has been allowed to be defiled by imitated wood and imi- 
tated marble and the other little lies which cast discredit 
upon what is really honest and thorough in the work." What 
the readers of the "World" thought at this about-face one 
may only guess. Perhaps they suspected that the last two 
columns were written first, possibly by the architectural 
critic, and tossed happily into place as the drama-reviewer 
finished. 

The "Herald," which had returned to the fold, at least 
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to the extent o realizing that there was a new theater, had 
time only for brief mention of "the opening of Booth's 
Theater the worthiest temple which has been dedicated to 
dramatic art in this country since the burning of the old Park 
Theater." The "Herald" noted it down as "an event as gay 
and festive as such an event should have been," but permitted 
a suggestion of cattiness in its pious hope that "the premature 
extinction of the lights of the collossal chandelier can hardly 
be regarded as ominous." The "Herald" reviewer admitted 
his was but a hurried note and that he lacked time to give to 
the opening the consideration it deserved. Of the play itself 
he found time to write only a handsome admission that 
"Romeo and Juliet has never been more magnificently pro- 
duced than it was last evening." 

It was natural that in the excitement of the scene and 
amid efforts to describe glowingly both the new house and 
its first audience, the play itself was somewhat neglected. In 
all its space, the "World" found room only to observe, "It 
were impossible in this notice to do critical justice to the act- 
ing of Mr. Booth and Miss McVicker." Nor did Mr. Winter, 
in his perhaps more scholarly critique, contribute informa- 
tion more exact. He permitted himself to see that Booth's 
performance was perhaps lacking in the "whole hearted pas- 
sion and in a certain dashing manliness of personality which 
the Romeo of Shakespeare seems to us to possess." The 
"Herald" felt that both Mr. Booth and Miss McVicker had 
showed nervousness at first and had somewhat overacted, 
but that the latter was full of "rude vigor" in the balcony 
scene. 

We must turn to another account, culled from a clipping 
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gone astray, 1 for a report more explicit on this interesting 
point. This report, doubly anonymous, reads in part: 

Mr. Booth's stately structure was inaugurated on Wednes- 
day evening last with all the solemnity of fashion and intel- 
lect. . . . The great fan, worked by steam, slowly but surely agi- 
tated the atmosphere of the house, the massive scenery, worked 
by cunning machinery, set the wonderful square in Verona. 
Mr. Booth made the usual little speech in a beautiful suit of 
Sunday clothes, evidendy prepared for the occasion, the hidden 
orchestra struck up "Hail Columbia" to fire the American heart 
and then amid a buzz of expectation, the grand curtain rose 
magnificendy and revealed the most superb effective scene ever 
done on the American stage. The opening scene, with the loud 
alarm, the ringing of bells and the rush of fighting Montagues 
and Capulets down the frightened street, was the most vivid 
picture ever presented of those turbulent days when Romeo 
loved, Mercutio railed and Tybalt fought. The scenery through- 
out the piece was equally grand and impressive. 

The balcony scene was a gem as perfect as the soul of a 
poet could conceive, but it was the face of nature marred by 
the presence of man. Mr. Booth's inability to conceive the char- 
acter of Romeo, still less to play it, was here most painfully 
apparent, and as Mr. Booth, after all, was the feature of the 
evening, despite the splendid theater, the great fan (worked by 
steam), the tessellated pavement, the delicious act drop and 
Miss Mary McVicker we will take the liberty to strip off the 
gauze and illusion which has veiled the central figure, upon 
which the future of Booth's depends, and show our readers 

1 The clipping is not identified in the Robinson Locke Collection of 
dramatic scrap-books, where it is preserved. It may have been taken from 
the New York "Clipper," files of which are missing for most of the year 
1869. 
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what Mr. Booth knows as well as we do, viz: that he can't 
play Romeo. It is a shock to see him come on with a student's 
stride, a slaty, bilious, self-tormenting, selfish face, which the 
brightness of a large massive eye cannot relieve of mingled 
meanness and cruelty which those uncontrollable indices, the 
mouth and chin, express. . . . 

In such characters as lago, where a good knowledge of 
stage business and a cold, passionless, icy nature are the essen- 
tial dominants, Mr. Booth finds his true sphere. His elocution 
is unstudied, natural and attractive. He has a keen eye for stage 
effects and without any of the effeminate notions of ribbons 
and small delicacies of detail which belong to other artists, has 
a large graceful idea of coloring a picture which is essentially 
artistic and far more imposing on the public sense. But of the 
characters he represents he forms no conception, not even a 
wrong conception, for great artists may make a wrong concep- 
tion so complete and pierce so thoroughly into details as to 
become great as a fact in art. Mr. Booth merely drifts through 
excellent stage business and wonderfully manoeuvred machinery 
with hackneyed notions, caught or conveyed, without any 
regard to the character as a whole 

Miss Mary McVicker, for whom Mr. Booth thus gallantly 
sacrificed himself, we are pained to say, is in no way worthy 
of the sacrifice. She is no delicate geranium 

But we have already learned that she was no delicate 
geranium. 

Stripped of its surplus of personal animus, the view here 
staged is approximately that held by all o Booth's detrac- 
tors, who were never few. The charge that he had no real 
conception of his parts, that he relied chiefly on stage "busi- 
ness," that he merely drifted, was the charge generally 
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made by those who could not see him as his admirers 
saw him. 

And the view o his Romeo, so violently stated here, is 
not far different from that held even by his most friendly 
critics. Booth could not play Romeo. But the statement that 
he knew he could not, made in this instance with the obvious 
intention merely of reinforcing the writer's own view, is 
sober truth. On that point Edwin had no illusions. He was 
no stage lover. He preferred to play villains. He believed 
himself very bad as Romeo and probably was right in this 
belief. Once he seems to have said as much, explicitly. 
J. Rankin Towse, whose lucid criticisms bridge the gap 
between Booth's century and this, heard of it, at second hand. 
Mr. Towse himself perhaps rather hoped than believed it 
was true when he wrote it down in his "Sixty Years of th6 
Theater." 

He had it from E. A. Sothern, who had himself once 
aspired to tragedy, but who had found his place elsewhere. 
Mr. Towse, several years after he came to the United States 
in 1869, and after he had been for some time play-reviewer 
for the New York "Evening Post," visited Sothern in his 
hotel in Gramercy Park. He found Sothern chuckling reflec- 
tively and, learning that Booth had just gone out, was curi- 
ous. One did not associate Booth with a reminiscent chuckle. 
Pressed, Sothern explained that he and Booth had been 
talking of Stuart of his trickiness, his backbiting, his fre- 
quent bitter cleverness. Sothern had remembered, wryly but 
with amusement, how Stuart had written of his Claude 
Mdnotte that it exhibited "all the qualities of a poker ex- 
cept its occasional warmth." 
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"I suppose," Sothern said to Booth after he had quoted 
that quip against himself, "that my performance of Melnotte 
was as bad as anything ever seen on the stage." 

"Ned chuckled," Sothern said, telling the story to Towse. 
Then Booth spoke. 

"You never saw my Romeo, did you?" he asked, 
simply. 

But, however Booth's Romeo may have failed artistic- 
ally, it drew prodigiously aided, of course, by curiosity. 
Hundreds went that they might see the Italian marble in the 
lobby and feel the gentle currents of air set in motion by the 
fan (worked by steam). But most went to see Booth as 
Romeo and, afterward, as Othello. The receipts show it. 
During the first month, $43,751 came across the counter and 
the dip which came as "Romeo and Juliet" ran out its wel- 
come brought the gross down only about $8,000 in March. 
Then, with "Othello" on the boards, the intake rose again in 
April, touching $44,495 and held up well in May, being only 
a few hundred dollars under March. It fell sharply, how* 
ever, after Edwin left the stage temporarily and was followed 
by Edwin Adams, who played in June and July in "The 
Lady of Lyons," "Narcisse," and "The Marble Heart," which 
was still beating. 

Only once during the first months of his theater did 
tragedy echo in Booth's life. Since the death of Wilkes and 
the burial of his body, rather hastily identified, under the 
floor of a cell in the Federal prison in Washington, the Booth 
family had sought to recover it. For some years their efforts 
were unsuccessful, but finally the pleas of the family were 
heard. It was arranged that representatives should go to the 
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capital and claim the body, and Booth asked John T. Ford 
in Baltimore to represent him. 

The last stage of Wilkes Booth's progress is recorded 
curtly in a telegram from Ford to Edwin, dated February 15, 
1869. It is cryptic, reading merely, "Successful and in our 
possession." On the back the folded sheet, still preserved, is 
endorsed in Edwin's hand: "John's Body." 

The body was again identified, so far as was then possi- 
ble, and the family was convinced it was really that of 
Wilkes. It was buried in the family lot in Baltimore, where 
the grave is not marked with a headstone. The incident, 
which was kept from the public, brought the tragedy of 
1865 flaring up again briefly in Edwin's mind, but it died 
away. His work, his financial problemsthese would have 
been enough to crowd out memory of that old sadness if 
there had been nothing else to occupy his thoughts. 

But there was something else to occupy them. On 
May 29, when Booth's first engagement at his own theater 
ended, Mary McVicker quit the stage, not to reappear upon 
it. On June 7, Mary and Edwin were married at Long 
Branch, Booth spent the summer with her there and then 
took to the road again. Once more checks began to flow from 
Chicago, from Philadelphia and Baltimore and Boston, 
toward New York, where they poured gently into the finan- 
cial pit of Booth's Theater and seeped away. 

Booth, before he left, established his wife and himself in 
a studio in the building which adjoined the theater, and 
there, for the next year or two, their life centered. Mary then 
began those careful ministrations to his wants which were 
to occupy her life for some years. She looked to his diet, 
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supervised his bedtime, tried to curtail his consumption o 
tobacco and coffee, laid out each day the costume he was to 
wear that night. He stood it remarkably well. 

The new Mary Booth and her stepdaughter did not, 
during the first few years, meet frequently. Edwina was in 
school riear and afterward at Philadelphia, and she and her 
father kept up a loving correspondence, although they did 
not often meet. Some of his letters to her were among those 
she later published and not a few of them are touching in 
their revelation of Booth shy, restrained, and harassed 
trying still to write to a little girl with understanding and 
sympathy and lightness. One letter, written at about this 
time, is peculiarly touching. In it he urges that she learn to 
skate, that she let none of the games of childhood go 
untasted. "When I was a little boy," he wrote to her, "I had 
no opportunity to learn the different games and sports of 
childhood, for I was, traveling most of the time, spending my 
winters in the South." There was no ice to skate on. 

He was doing then, in fact, just what he was doing 
now trailing that long and weary road. He was on it that 
autumn while Joseph Jefferson, with "Rip Van Winkle," 
played at Booth's, collecting $500 a night and still profiting 
the theater; while Miss Bateman acted Leah, and Hackett 
acted Falstaff ; while Emma Waller played Meg Merrilies. 
Among them they kept the theater open until Booth was 
back. The total receipts for the year of 1869 at Booth's were 
$380,437, only about $1500 less than Niblo's Garden, the box- 
office leader of them all, had taken in with a full twelve 
months. Booth's, of course, had missed the month of Janu- 
ary, always one of the best in the theater. Winter estimates 
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the profits of the first year of operation at $102,000. It went 
back into amortization of debts, of course, but it had been 
made. 

Most of the seventeen theaters in Manhattan and the 
four in Brooklyn were prosperous that season. 2 One news- 
paper estimated that the average daily attendance at Booth's 
alone was close to two thousand. Then there was "a theatri- 
cal fever for first rate pieces and performers which has never 
been equalled before since the days when Peter Stuyvesant 
smoked himself into undramatic slumbers*" This diagnos- 
tician attributed the welcome fever to the ending of that 
"reign of the naked drama*' which for a time had threatened 
to drive decent people from the theater. The "naked drama" 
was "The Black Crook" and tights without skirts. 

Mr. Towse, who had just come over, was less optimistic. 
Looking around, he found as he later wrote, that in the 
United States 

as in the mother country, the old order of the stage was quickly 
passing away; the higher drama, both tragic and comic, was 
falling into deeper disrepute for lack of adequate interpreters 
and the boards were more fully occupied by modern or "social" 
farce or melodrama of no literary or dramatic consequence, 
even when entertaining. 

Booth was excepted from this condemnation, of course; 
although Towse did not, then or after, give him the fullest 
meed of praise, considering him a "great, but not a very 
great, actor and a most accomplished artist." And when 
Charles Fechter came in January to play Hamlet at Niblo's, 

2 Late in December, 1931, Manhattan had only twenty-three theaters 
open. 
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Towse exceptcd him, too, yet pointed out to his friends that 
it was not the Fechter he had known in London. Fechter 
had grown fat, overcome by the curse of actors. 

Fechter's appearance, long after his fame had reached 
the American scene, was another event. When he opened, 
with his famous blond wig, the "World" sent not one but 
three reviewers: "An Admiring Critic," "A Sceptical Critic," 
and "A Gossiping Critic." Fechter was moderately success- 
ful, despite stiff competition. Not only was Booth playing 
Hamlet, his most admired role, but the city was full of bur- 
lesque Hamlets. At the Olympic, George L. Fox, who was 
one of Booth's favorite comedians, was burlesquing both the 
tragedians; at the Bowery, Tony Pastor had another bur- 
lesque running; the San Francisco Minstrels were being 
very funny about it at the Tammany; Jem Mace and 
John C. Heenan were presenting the duel scene hilariously, 
or so it seemed to their audiences, with boxing-gloves. And 
Charley Backus was adding to the merriment by caricatur- 
ing both Fechter and Booth, in his "Impersonations" 
Fechter must have found it somewhat confusing. So, for that 
matter, must New York. 

Booth was the victor, if it was a dud. He played "to the 
most crowded houses which have been witnessed in any 
establishment in this city," according to contemporary 
reports. It was difficult to find standing-room; speculators 
sold tickets at large advances. He was gaining on his debts, 
slowly. "All flourishes well only the infernal expense is 
perfectly barbarous," he wrote James E. Russell, critic of the 
"Sun." "It is overwhelming, and the devil of it is, I don't see 
any possible method of reducing it, now or ever." 
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The trouble was with those debts, with the financial 
foundation upon which the theater stood. Expenses of opera- 
tion, although they were high, were still satisfactorily under 
receipts. The venture was by no means a losing one, and that 
thought gave consolation to the actor who continued to pour 
money into it; who continued to meet notes and issue new 
notes, and go. on and on in a dizzy pursuit of solvency. 
Jefferson, looking at the theater, and receiving his richly 
earned five hundred a night, thought it a splendid affair. "It 
is conducted as a theater should be," he observed, "like a 
church behind the curtain and like a counting house in front 
of it." But he was wrong. In the front office it was conducted 
like a revival meeting. 

Robertson held on grimly. He held on to Booth's check- 
book. All during the autumn of 1870 he wrote for money. In 
September, Robertson was straining his partner's every 
sinew to reduce the Oakes Ames mortgage. He was writing: 

. All looks well ahead and to know that we are drifting 
along steadily toward peace and comfort makes me contented 
and both of us have much, very much, to be thankful for. Can 
you picture the situation if our enterprise had collapsed? I dare 
not think what our condition would have been. Now we are 
beyond all chance of failure. The monument is there without a 
stain upon it, honorable to us both. 

And would Booth hurry along with payments? 

Booth's reply to this confident epistle is lost to history, 
but it may have been caustic. After all, "drifting" is hardly 
the word to use to a man who feels he is pulling a canal- 
boat, and suspects, moreover, that the path is needlessly dip- 
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pery. At any rate, Robertson was, on October 4, even more 
hopeful. "Five years from our starting day will see us free 
from debt," he promised. Meanwhile, he was going into a 
new enterprise, about which he was vague, but he would 
save Booth a slice of it. Meanwhile, also, Booth was to be 
"a good boy, and keep happy, bright and cosy every minute 
of your life." He was also to "send all the dollars you can by 
the iTth, as I have promised Ames $20,000 more on the 20th." 
He thought that, with what Booth could send and the theater 
could make, they would have enough. But the next week he 
reported bad business and even greater need for as many 
dollars as Booth had. Ames needed the money, wrote 
Robertson. Ames was associated with Robertson in the new 
enterprise. 

Early in 1871, while Booth played Hamlet, Robertson 
was asking that three more notes, totaling $9,000 and made 
payable to himself, be sent at once. The theater Had then 
swallowed the whole of the first year's profits, together with 
everything Booth had made on the road. It swallowed the 
second year's profits as easily. They were $85,000. The debts 
were, to be sure, a little reduced. Booth still did not waver 
in his plans for the theater, although Robertson began to 
urge more popular attractions as the profits went down. In 
January of 1871, Booth brought in a truly magnificent 
"Richelieu" and, although the critics complained of his sup- 
porting cast, the play ran well into March. 

Laterin the spring "Othello" was revived, with Lawrence 
Barrett as lago, and after it "The Fool's Revenge." Barrett 
thereafter continued alone into April with "The Winter's 
Tale" and then went on to "The Man from Arlie." The 
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house closed on July 4, however, its first summer darkness. 
When it reopened two months later Robertson had had his 
way temporarily and a distinctly popular star, Lotta, came 
in with "Little Nell." Although she was a profitable visitor, 
Booth resented her presence and the descent from the clas- 
sics she implied. He was happier late in September when 
Charlotte Cushman emerged from ten years' retirement to 
play Meg Merrilies, Katharine in "Henry VIII," and Lady 
Macbeth. But not so much money came in. 

The partners came to the parting of the ways on this 
question of policy. Booth had consented once, but when 
Robertson urged a new effort to popularize the house, he 
refused. They then began to discuss an. ending of the part- 
nership. Robertson suggested that Booth buy him out, as 
provided in the agreement, or that he buy out Booth and run 
the house as a variety theater. He offered Booth lands valued 
at $250,000 and heavily mortgaged. It was then that the 
accountant was called in, struggled for a time with Joseph 
Booth's accounts, and emerged to acknowledge himself 
beaten. The real estate was worth $250,000, he estimated, and 
as for the rest . , . who could tell? 

Perhaps, with what he considered a fair offer and a 
promise that the house should be kept artistically as he 
planned it, Booth might have been glad enough to shift his 
burdens to other shoulders that autumn. But not for what 
Robertson offered; not with his beloved temple facing pros- 
titution. He refused the offer and exercised his option to buy 
out his partner. According to Winter, whose estimates were 
checked by Booth himself, the tragedian paid $100,000 in 
cash and gave property valued at $140,000. He also, according 
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to McVicker, who came into the picture later, assumed all 
outstanding liabilities, which even then amounted to more 
than the theater was to have cost in the first place. Booth 
lamented: 

I made him a free gift of it and now I must buy it back at 
this figure merely to get rid of him. He managed to get every 
foot of real estate out of my possession, except for the Twenty- 
fourth Street property, which he could not touch, it being in 
Edwina's name. 8 

Booth returned to his stage in December, 1871, present- 
ing "Julius Caesar," and he ran it well into the early spring, 
at one time or another playing all three parts. Barrett played 
with him and was a hit as Cassius, and they made money 
but not enough. Booth went on through summer and 
autumn, acting where the money was. During the year the 
theater made $70,000 and Booth again gained a little on his 
debts. It is hard to see, looking back it was hard for 
McVicker to see at the time -where all the money went; 
why the theater did not finally pay itself out. Perhaps it 
would have done so if economic conditions had remained 
normal. Continued general prosperity, however, would not 
have accorded with the luck of Edwin Booth. 

It continued for a time, however, and Booth was alter- 
nately depressed and confident. One day he discovered a 
printing bill of $30,000 and was aghast. "This is damnable 
and, I think, wrong," he assured Russell. And another day, 
when Clarke wrote to him from London that the lease of the 
Lyceum there was going cheaply, he considered joining his 

8 "Life and Art of Edwin Booth." Foot-note by E. B. 
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brother-in-law in taking it on. Clarke painted a rosy picture 
and Edwin was more than half convinced, but while he still 
thought of it H. L. Bateman, also an American, stepped in 
and snapped up the lease. Bateman struggled along for a 
time, feiljng repeatedly, and then allowed an actor who had 
just dropped his real name, Brodribb, to persuade him that a 
play called "The Bells" was worth doing. So Henry Irving 
appeared in "The Bells" and went up to fame like a sky- 
rocket. 

Booth confided to William Bispham that he was deadly 
weary of the struggle. "When that pile of granite is paid for, 
I'll retire and act only once in a while for recreation," he 
said. But it was not paid for. It occurred to him that if he 
could lease the house, so removing from his shoulders the 
tasks of management, he could devote himself utterly to pay- 
ing his debts. Once clear, it would be time enough to return 
to producing. 

This idea revolved in his mind for a time and then he 
consulted Junius, his brother. Would Junius care to take the 
theater, on lease, with the understanding that its standards 
were to be maintained and that, one supposes, terms would 
be generous? Junius thought it over and, being a confident 
man, decided that he would have a try at it. So, on Janu- 
ary 30, 1873, Edwin turned the theater over to his brother for 
a period of five years. It was a relief to have that off his 
shoulders, although the shifting was really of details. "Now I 
play the part of a hard-hearted landlord only and star occa- 
sionally," he explained to friends. Now he had nothing to do 
but struggle with his debts, play at every possible moment, 
and care for his wife. For Mary was not well. 
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A year after the marriage Mary had borne a child, a boy. 
Of an extremely nervous temperament, never far from 
hysteria, she found pregnancy a torment. It was protracted 
four weeks beyond the normal time and her labor, when it 
began, was prolonged. At length the child had to be removed 
with the aid of instruments and was so injured that it died 
within a few hours. Mary did not rally, and for days her life 
was despaired of. She was kept, Booth wrote a close friend, 
"stupefied with chloroform." Finally she began to recover 
and after a time regained a measure of physical strength. 
But her nerves did not recover fully; in her ordeal was the 
beginning of a disorder which, a few years later, began 
definitely to manifest itself. Her nervousness increased; her 
fits of hysteria were frequent; only Edwin could soothe her. 
The marriage, which had seemed to promise comfort and 
affection if not high romance, became another problem to be 
solved. 
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XIII 

THIS STUPENDOUS FIZZLE" 



"NOW," SAID EDWIN BOOTH TO HIMSELF, "l CAN SIT BACK. NOW 

I can take it easy. Now I am on Easy Street." 

It was for some one else to worry his head about man- 
agement and its thousand and one details. It was for some 
one else to stew over printers' bills, to listen to the complaints 
of actors, to gesture and direct in a world of canvas and 
paint. About all those details let Junius bother. Now Booth 
had a dear and simple, and single, problem to pay his debts. 
It was complicated by no artistic burden, doubled by the 
protests and commands of no Richard A. Robertson. He 
would work and pay his debts and have his theatejr; and 
then, perhaps, he would take it over once more and produce 
in it. One thing at a time, said Booth, confident that he had 
at last found the way of life. 

"It is my lookout," he wrote Jervis McEntee, in whom 
he sometimes confided in return, it may be noted, for a 
veritable avalanche of confidence "to quietly withdraw and 
draw with (!) an easy rein certain little 'ponies' in the 
shape of rents, etc., etc. into my trough." He visualized 
rents coming in regularly, and nothing, so far as the opera- 
tion of the theater was concerned, going out. He sighed in 
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relief and congratulated himself that his first difficulties were 
surmounted. 

That his life had been up to then a series of premature 
self-congratulations very likely did not occur to Edwin. Only 
to one deeply imbued with pessimism can the thought come 
recurrently, with undiminished force and personal applica- 
tion, that man is born to sorrow as the sparks fly upward- 
Most of us keep our heads unbowed, however bloody, not so 
much as a result of superior endurance as because we cannot 
believe that bad luck is going on indefinitely overtaking us. 
No bad run of the cards lasts forever, we assure ourselves, 
and trot around our chairs for luck. Even if the next hand 
prove bad in turn, we are only temporarily discouraged. 
Another deal, we cannot but believe, will straighten things 
out again. To the thoroughly optimistic mind, indeed, each 
new evidence that misfortune dogs is but an evidence that 
good fortune has come nearer. Booth, for all his outward 
somberness, had that belief; was yet to have it for some years. 

He had believed his troubles were over when he mar- 
ried Mary Devlin and began sky-rocketing upward toward 
fame; he had believed it once again when, after recovering 
from the first pain of his wife's death, he settled to his steady 
climb as an artist; his optimism came back, not a great deal 
weaker, when he had again recovered from sorrow, this time 
after his brother's crime. On each occasion he believed that 
his path, if less sweet, less exciting, was nevertheless dear 
before him. After the Winter Garden burned and he had 
recovered from the shock of losing so much money and so 
many prized possessions, he saw his path clear aod free from 
obstacles to his new theater. Now that Robertson was elim- 
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mated, and the worries o management laid aside, the future 
was fair again. He could rest and go forward steadily. 

The new regime at Booth's started well enough, with a 
production o "King John" in which both Junius and his 
wife, Agnes, appeared. It played to moderately good receipts; 
and moderately good receipts, together with payment of the 
rent, continued into the summer. Edwin nodded to himself 
with satisfaction as he toured. It was working out. 

He was no financier. Stedman might have told him that 
all was not rosy on the economic horizon, if Stedman knew. 
Remembering the sustained optimism in high quarters 
which persisted, even unto debacle, in 1929, one questions if 
he did. Bispham, who was then a partner in the firm of 
William H. Wallace & Company, iron merchants (Bispham 
was the company), might have noticed a falling off in 
orders. Perhaps they did know and did tell him; perhaps he 
worried and disbelieved them. The country at large clung 
to its optimism. It did not realize until September 18, 1873, 
that another- period of panic had arrived. Then the firm of 
Jay Cooke & Company failed; then the country was in a 
panic waist-deep. 

The autumn of that year was one of stress and strain. 
Banks and brokers failed, and mercantile houses failed, and 
financiers found themselves in desperate need of funds. The 
public, alarmed, began to stay away from the theater. During 
the year, Booth's was to show a net loss of forty thousand 
dollars, although it had started well enough. Rents stopped 
coming in. Junius could not pay what he hadn't got. 

Booth's creditors descended. They must have money. 
They could not renew. They were infinitely sorry; they 
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appreciated his difficulties. They hoped that he would find 
others who could take over his notes and give him time. 
They were confident of his integrity and quite sure that he 
was fundamentally sound. Nevertheless they would like their 
money. 

The business at Booth's might have been better, might 
even have been good enough to help its owner tide over, if 
Tommaso Salvini had not taken that precise moment to set 
the United States by its artistic ears. He came on Septem- 
ber 16 to the Academy of Music, and almost at once, by his 
electric art, made himself the observed of all observers. He 
put Booth yes, even Booth in the shade for a time. 

He wore his Shakspere with a difference, did Tommaso 
Salvini, speaking only a few words of English and playing 
in Italian. The critics began Instantly to quarrel over him. 
He was, said Mr. Towse, "incomparably the greatest actor 
and artist I have ever seen and one who has never had an 
equal, probably, since the days of Garrick." He was, coun- 
tered Mr. Winter, "radically false to Shakespere in ideal.' 1 
And the theatergoers, if they went anywhere, went for a 
time to see Salvini. He was ready for them. He had felt 
invigorated when he first set foot upon the New York streets. 
"Within a few days my energy was redoubled," he observes 
in his memoirs. Isolina Piamonti, who played Desdemona 
to his Othello, probably gasped when he repeated this 
thought to her. 

She had reason to feel alarm. Salvini's ordinary energy 
was quite enough. Consider, for example, Mr. Towse's 
description of the Lady Desdemona's death, as enacted 
nightly at the Academy of Music. Picture her, after one 
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glance at her enraged lord, fleeing to the corner of the stage, 
holding fast to the base of the proscenium arch, and cower- 
ing. Consider: 

Salvini, convulsed with fixed and flaming eyes, half 
crouched, slowly circled the stage toward her, muttering sav- 
agely and inarticulately as she cowered before him. Rising at 
last to his full height, he pounced upon her, lifted her into the 
air, dashed with her across the stage and through the curtains 
which fell behind him. You heard a crash as he flung her on 
the bed and growls as of a wild beast over his prey. 

Even Mr. Towse admitted that this was probably not 
Shakspere. It was, however, "supremely, paralyzingly real." 
It must have been both to Signora Piamonti. Bernard Shaw, 
who had seen Salvini in London, says that he really stood 
almost still and merely suggested violent movement. But 
Shaw was not playing Desdemona. Young American 
actresses in the audience looked at one another in shocked 
surprise, and swore then and there that they would never 
play the Desdemona to such an Othello. Better, by far, the 
orderly interpretation of Mr. Booth, who approached the 
murder as a priest preparing a sacrifice. And, indeed, when 
Salvini returned much later to act with English support, he 
could not find an American actress to play with him until he 
promised to modify his transports. 

Booth had, then, in addition to his financial worries, a 
new rival, his first great rival. Fechter had been aging and 
fat, but Salvini . , . Salvini was a redoubled Salvini. Booth 
observed him, chiefly from a distance, being on tour at the 
time, with some anxiety. Salvini, running across Booth as 
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their travels willed, saw him and thought him admirable as 
Hamlet and Richelieu and lago. He did not like him in 
Macbeth, pointing out: "Macbeth had barbarous and fero- 
cious instincts and Booth was agreeable, urbane and cour- 
teous. His nature rebelled against the portrayal of that 
personage and he could never hope to transform himself into 
the ambitious, venal and sanguinary Scottish king." 

Booth had no desire, at the time, to transform himself 
into anything but a solvent man. That was the problem of 
the moment and although Salvini's appearance did not help, 
or conduce to ease of mind, it was a drop in a bucket already 
full to overflowing. Where was he to get money? "Every- 
body wanted the money due, then and there," observes 
McVicker. "And Booth yielded to bad advice . . ." 

McVicker goes no farther on that line, but the bad 
advice was contributed by one T. J. Barnett, known as "Judge 
Barnett," always in inverted commas, attorney-at-law, some- 
time dramatic critic, who had introduced himself to Booth 
in 1866 as the former reviewer of the "National Intelligencer" 
and had made the dramatic reviewer's first request for 
tickets. He got them and a few days later wrote a flattering 
letter, discussing at length the pky and Booth's acting. Booth 
retained those letters; it is hard to say why. Later he endorsed 
the envelop in which he tucked them: "First letter I remem- 
ber to have received from this damned scoundrel would to 
God it had been the last/' The notation is dated 1875. 

Any one reading the letters over finds it hard to under- 
stand what moved Booth to save them, unless he saved every- 
thing. They were wandering letters, proceeding from a 
cluttered mind, and no amount of flattery should have dis- 
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guised from an astute recipient that their author was hardly 
worth taking very seriously. Booth was simply not astute. 
He proved it when that autumn he turned to Barnett for 
aid. Why he chose Barnett is not evident. No scrap remains 
to reveal the motivation of this curious choice made the 
more curious by the fact that Booth did not lack friends who 
were at home in the world of finance and hence able to 
advise, at least to a competent attorney. But Booth employed 
Barnett, apparently, as a general man of affairs, empowered 
to sell the theater if possible, to stave off bankruptcy if he 
could, to save what might be saved. 

What he did do, so far as can now be ascertained, was to 
interview every one within reach and write letters. He wrote 
the letters to Booth. He wrote in 1873 and 1874 and 1875. He 
was negotiating. The progress of those negotiations, and 
their exact purpose, is hazily obscured by Mr. Barnett's 
laborious mind, to say nothing of his laborious chirography; 
to say nothing of his habit of writing up and down, across 
and back, on both sides of dozens of sheets of paper, num- 
bered blithely, obscurely, and frequently incorrectly. Booth 
never seems to have known precisely what it was all about; 
as Barnett bombarded him with explanations, he grew, 
understandably, only the more confused. But he followed 
Barnett's legal advice, whenever he got a glimmer of what 
the advice was. 

Study of one of these letters hardly characteristic, 
because of its brevity will give some idea of Booth's prob- 
lems. This is dated October 21, 1873, which was near the 
beginning of Barnett's labors. It may be well to remember, 
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in starting, that this is a business letter, from counselor to 
client. It reads: 

I do not think that you are drooping even, much less 
crushed, in your spirits; and I always supposed you to be more 
assured under a heavy blow than under "litde annoyances." 

"Better to sink beneath the shock, 
Than moulder, piecemeal, on a rock" 

is ever the motto of brave souls. All experience must be bought. 
It is the rudder of life and is often its best treasure. Youth don't 
listen, won't heed. When the blood burns and hope is high and 
ambition strong, the gallant mind, restless as the wind and 
aspiring as the eagle, sweeps to its point, reckless as impulse 
itself, presently the "golden mean" of life is reached; which is 
its safe channel. 

It comes to almost every adventurous man to sink, now 
and then, in the sea of existence but not to drown, until the 
third plunge comes; which is said to wind up the charm. You 
have had your winter of troubles with Stuart now this; beyond 
must be dear, safe sailing, if you keep your health and popu- 
larity. 

Barnett industriously played Polonius to Booth's Hamlet 
for several more pages, which shall be forgotten, before he 
reached the matter of business which had prompted him to 
write. He then lapsed into a discussion of mortgages, efforts 
to sell, notes due, conferences with Robertson and Ames 
and a dozen others, compared with which his philosophical 
outpourings are succinct and expressive. It was evident that 
he had failed to sell the property. A few weeks later he sug- 
gested that Booth give it away. Booth may have swallowed 
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once or twice. Then he did give it away. 'McVicker, who is a 
tiny light in the darkness, notes that "on November 14, 1873, 
Booth conveyed the entire property for no consideration, 
being led to believe that it would be protected and carried 
until a favorable sale could be made and the property pay 
the debts." 

The actual date of the conveyance was November 12; 
the recipient of Booth's generosity was Clark Bell. Clark Bell 
thereafter wanders through Barnett's letters as vaguely as 
the lawyer's poetic quotations. Booth finally believed Bell a 
"villain"; "Old B has given him my measure and he knows 
all the business is a muddle in my brain and tries to make 
me think he has made a sacrifice in my behalf the villain," 
Edwin later wrote; but whether Bell was another of Booth's 
misfortunes or a good friend cannot even be guessed. It 
is only certain that the transfer of the property, whatever its 
purpose, did not solve matters. In December, on the contrary, 
we find Barnett again writing: 

Since the middle of last September I have devoted myself 
to the single object of carrying over your property until final 
sale to Mr. Bell. The Wormsers threaten every day. 1 The dan- 
ger to you is the deficiency judgement which the Ames estate 
I fear would get if the property were sold on this market. They 
have dawdled on strangely. Today I write them a letter of 
which the enclosed is a copy if they still act the dog in the 
manger, you must go into bankruptcy. 

The inclosed letter, in Barnett's best style, pointed out 
that Edwin Booth was a great actor and an ornament to the 
Shaksperian stage. 

1 Simon Woxmser was one of the mortgagees. 
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Barnctt was right about one thing, at least. On January 
26, 1874, Booth, still on his lawyer's advice, filed a voluntary 
petition in bankruptcy in the United States District Court. 
The newspaper summaries o the petition show liabilities 
totaling something like two hundred thousand dollars, most 
of it owed to the estate of Oakes Ames, part to Robertson. 
Assets consisted almost solely of personal property. The 
"Herald" lists jewelry, books, pictures, chandeliers, objects 
of vertu, stock and professional wardrobes . . . and a pair of 
dumb-bells. The total value of all this was under ten thou- 
sand dollars. The "Tribune," not mentioning the dumb-bells, 
estimated the assets at about thirty-five hundred dollars, but 
contributed a eulogy by Winter, in which it was remarked 
that Edwin Booth was a great actor and an ornament to the 
Shaksperian stage. 

Junius operated the theater until April 7 of that year 
and went bankrupt in turn. He conveyed his lease to Jarrett 
& Palmer (Henry C. Jarrett and Henry D. Palmer), Wil- 
liam M. Pritchard, referee in bankruptcy, and Clark Bell 
concurring. 

But this did not end it. Barnett continued to straighten 
things out. The point now seems to have been to keep the 
theater in the hands of Bell, from whom it might be re- 
claimed, and the referee. One more letter from Barnett, 
although it has, characteristically, not overmuch to do with 
the case, must be published, if merely as a literary curiosity. 
It is dated March 9, 1874 and reads: 

DEAR EDWIN 

Much has been gained today. Things now brighten. I 
Bell is forcibly disposed of. All that remains now on that 
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score is to arrest the foreclosure. Then we will see how far the 
theater will go for us. All which then remains will be to wholly 
conciliate Ames if possible; and to fight R. A. R. in the courts 
if need be. As to the Bank, if we reduce the debt to them, we 
are all O. K. Don't forget the squib I suggested for the Chi- 
cago Times. Now the gist of the battle is on the foreclosure. 
D n them!! They begun those foreclosures last September. 
They ain't through yet, with all their cash, conspiracy and skill. 
Advance our standards now! No whine, no skulk! As to 
R. A. R,, duplicitus and false, still bait him on. He has done 
his spite. He has even gone so far as to tell the M & M [Mer- 
chants and Mechanics] Bank that he has got the official figures 
of your receipts in Boston and Philadelphia. He is a low spy. 
But calm, slow, cool, sure, patient time. 

"Time! Time! 
Tomb-builder and avenger! 
Soother, watchman, nurse! 
Unraveller at last of skeins 
And knots. Father of patience, 
Next to God, the Judge, who slowly sees 
And patiently doth watch, 
Upbraid not Time! He is God's 
Outlook on our tower; on the outer work 
T'wixt Earth and Heaven." 
In real good spirits, 

Yours ever, 

B 
Love to Both. 

Barnett retained his spirits, and Booth his debts, through 
the spring and summer, neither being perceptibly dimin- 
ished. Barnett did worry a little in August, while continuing 
his vague interviews and endless meanderings, his flow of 
cheery advice and quotations from Shakspere and Talley- 
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rand. He heard that McVicker did not believe he was doing 
well by Booth. McVicker probably thought that that con- 
veyance so soon before bankruptcy had an ugly look, and 
regretted Booth was in it. Barnett could hardly believe 
McVicker thought that. 

But Booth, at last, was beginning to be disturbed. He 
turned to McVicker, and his father-in-law, being naturally 
interested, particularly as Mary's money was going with her 
husband's, entered the picture. He threw out the first plank 
of a raft on which Booth was finally to float to shore from 
the turbulent waves which had, to him so mysteriously, come 
into being on the "puddle" he had first essayed to cross. 

But Booth, in the autumn of 1874, was still utterly con- 
fused. He wrote to McEntee from Cos Cob, where he had 
spejqtt the summer, apparently in answer to a request from 
the artist to be told how matters stood. Booth said that "were 
we lounging in hammocks, I might give you some idea of 
how I stand with the world." He continued: 

But to put it on paper in an intelligent shape would require 
several sheets and more patience than I can control for the 
mere recital of the details of this complicated business puts me 
into such a torrent of vowels and consonants, so oddly placed, 
as don't look well on paper tho breathed to the gentle winds 
are not of much consequence. 

He agreed that it was a relief to be no longer managing. 
All would have been well, he thought 

had the thousands I sent home every year been properly 
applied. But it's all up, now, I will be forced, doubtless, to pay 
the debts of another in addition to my own. It does not break 
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my sleep, however; I care too little for the world's jabs and 
knocks Fm used to the severest kind o them. 

But it was all, he added, "a stupendous fizzle." The loss 
of the wealth and labor was the least of his disappointments. 
His beautiful plans had gone, too. Still, so he told Bispham, 
"it is by no means the heaviest blow my life has felt," which 
was the truest of simple statements. What was bankruptcy 
to Booth? He had the consciousness that he had done what 
seemed to him to be his duty. To Bispham he wrote: 

Since the talent God has given me can be made available 
for no other purpose, I believe the object to which I devote it 
to be worthy of self-sacrifice. I gave up all that men hold 
dearest, wealth and luxurious ease; nor do I complain because 
that unlucky slip twixt cup and lip has spilled all my tea. 
With a continuance of health and popularity the good Lord has 
thus far blessed me with, I will pay every sou and exclaim 
with Don Caesar though in a different spirit "I've done great 
things. If you doubt me, ask my creditors." I see some years of 
hard work before me, all for a "dead horse," too. Not a very 
cheering prospect. 

But he did mind the slip. He was bitter titter at 
Robertson and Bell and Barnett. It was not softening the 
blow to realize, as McVicker probably pointed out to him, 
as McVicker certainly explained to Winter, that it was all 
unnecessary. McVicker writes: 

There is no doubt, had Booth been in the hands of proper 
attorneys, his property could have been saved for him, for such 
was its true value it could have been bonded for all the indebt- 
edness, but Booth had no faculty for such matters. Had Booth's 
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financial affairs been conducted with anything like the ability 
he displayed in artistic matters, only success would have been 
the result; but, unfortunately, he was of a confiding nature. 2 

With McVicker taking a hand, the affair was finally 
wound up the next spring. The theater went, on foreclosure, 
to the Ames estate in February, and McVicker bought up 
Booth's debts. In March Booth was discharged from bank- 
ruptcy and although there were, for some years afterward, 
occasional squabbles about notes, the slate was washed very 
nearly clean. Booth and the slate together; he had nothing 
left except his profession, his health (which was not too 
good), his daughter, and an ill wife. Those things, and debts 
to McVicker, which he eventually paid. He had put in a 
large sum of money and limitless enthusiasm. Now he had 
nothing of it left. His dream of a temple to the theatrical art 
was gone; his dream of a theater dedicated to Shakspere. 
He had quite lost his interest in management. It was a 
stupendous fizzle. 

The theater which was to have meant so much remained 
as a monument to the fizzle for about ten years longer. It 
continued to bear Booth's name, although in the autumn of 
1876 he sought an injunction against Jarrett & Palmer, re- 
straining them from using the name further, contending that 
he had an exclusive right to it. The Court of County Pleas 
listened and held against him, so the theater continued as 
Booth's. Jarrett & Palmer paid $40,000 a year for it to the 
Ames estate and made money, keeping up its tone fairly well 
until near the end of its life. Booth played there himself on 
several occasions, and so did many others: John McCullough, 

2 "Life and Art of Edwin Booth." Foot-note by J, H. McV. 
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Charlotte Cushman, Jefferson, Clarke, Matilda Heron, 
Adelaide Nielson, Clara Morris, E. L. Davenport, Boucicault, 
Barrett, Agnes Booth; the roster is long. 

The theater was sold by Ames in 1881 to the same Page 
who had sold the site to Booth. Page paid $550,000 for it, 
and two years later, shops took the place of the "temple." 
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XIV 

DUCATS AND A DESTRUCTIVE CRITIC 



AND NOW AGAIN BOOTH FELT THE WORST WAS OVER. HE EMERGED 

from another engulfing misfortune, once more with the 
sympathy of the public, once more called to its attention by 
forces outside his art Now he would end his days peacefully, 
playing and making money, paying his debts, smoking his 
pipe; now he might grow serenely old (he was only a little 
over forty, but it was an old forty) with his wife beside him 
and his young daughter growing up. Nothing more could 
happen to him, surely. That summer he went to Cos Cob and 
rested, and that it was over and done with was a relief. 
Even acknowledged failure, even the complete fiasco to 
which it had all come, was better than the endless struggle. 
He knew where he was, at last, as he stretched in a ham- 
mock at Cos Cob and got his pipe going well. 

His wife was better that year, her nervousness less 
acute. A friend of his who knew about such things 
Dr. A. O. Kellogg, head of the Hudson River State Hospital 
for the Insane at Poughkeepsie dropped in for a short stay 
late in the summer. His visit was not professional. He and 
Booth had struck up a friendship some time before, in con- 
nection with an essay by the psychiatrist on insanity in 
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Shakspere's characters. They had become great friends; and 
very likely Booth was glad of a friendly word of advice now 
and then about Mary. But Mary was growing no worse and 
her condition was merely unfortunate, not alarming. It was 
not such as would keep Booth from the restful peace of his 
hammock. 

The two men were talking together, pleasantly enough, 
one day in mid-August when one of them suggested a turn 
behind a lively mare which Booth had recently acquired. 
It seemed a pleasant way to spend the rest of the afternoon. 
They trotted off, Booth driving&They reached the top of a 
hill; then something blew close to the nose of the skittish 
three-year-old. She reared and plunged. Booth took a firm 
grip of the reins and tried to quiet her. The other half of the 
team observed for a moment the queer antics of his part- 
ner and then was nervous in his turn. Suddenly the two 
dashed away, downhill. 

Booth dragged angrily at the reins. The light buggy 
swayed from side to side of the road. He tugged harder. 
Then the head-stall broke. The mare and her team-mate 
plunged on at new speed. The buggy swayed perilously; it 
missed a ditch on one side, swayed toward that on the other, 
missed it by the fraction of an inch, swayed back . . . was 
over I Booth flew out of it against a telephone pole. Kellogg 
held fast to the wreckage and went plunging on down the 
road. At the bottom there was a final crash and the doctor 
hauled himself out of splintered boards and broken wheels, 
not much hurt. He looked around for Booth. There was no 
Booth. Horrified, he began to plod up the hill, scratched and 
bleeding. 
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"Booth! Booth! Are you dead?" he shouted. 

Booth was not dead and even in his battered state 
almost chuckled over the cry. Then he answered feebly. 
Dr. Kellogg got him home, half conscious. A garbled report 
of the accident reached New York that evening. Booth was 
dead! 

Booth was not dead. He had a broken arm and several 
broken ribs and innumerable bruises; he had some internal 
injuries which alarmed his physicians, but he was not dead. 
His recovery was slow, however, and it was weeks before 
the anxiety of his friends was entirely allayed. Newspapers 
sent interviewers to inquire about him and one actually saw 
Booth, a rare event in the life of a newspaper man in those 
days, unless he paid for his seat. Booth assured the reporter 
for the "Sun" that he was doing as well as could be ex- 
pected. He expressed some astonishment that he was so 
badly injured. He had, he said, "been thrown out of wagons, 
over horses' heads, fallen twice through stage traps and 
walked out of a second floor window in an unfinished 
house" truly an amazing career in minor mishaps, hi$ but 
never been badly injured before. It is possible that Booth 
exaggerated. 

He had signed a contract to appear at Daly's early in 
October, the new Daly's; the old had burned in the autumn 
of 1873. He was forced to postpone his appearance, and when 
he returned to the stage on October 25, three weeks after his 
scheduled time, it was with his arm still in a sling. He was 
pale and worn. The audience was sorry for him, and greeted 
him with prolonged applause. There was something in- 
finitely appealing about the man: he passed through catas- 
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trophe and bankruptcy and well-nigh fatal accident, and 
emerged by no means unscathed but with his head up. He 
had that quality of courage which is loved in the theater. 
Nothing could down him. 

His latest misfortunes had prepared a special welcome, 
of course. The "Daily Graphic," a few days before he ap- 
peared, had published a warm eulogy, hailing him once 
more as "the greatest living American tragedian and the 
greatest Hamlet in the world" and recalling to its readers his 
"undeserved financial embarrassment," together with the 
other woes which had overtaken him. It even described his 
appearance anew, reminding any who might have forgotten 
that his face was "not only beautiful, but had precisely that 
style of beauty which is best adapted for stage effects." 

And the "Evening Telegram" joined in the advance re- 
joicing, speaking of his happy recovery from his serious 
injuries and his projected appearance at Daly's as Hamlet. 
And it added: "At Booth's theater, reared by him to be a 
temple forever dedicated to the legitimate, Mr. G. L. Fox 
will jump through policemen, pop up from traps, play jokes 
on innocent citizens and go through all the intricate per- 
formances necessary to show *The Adventures of Humpty- 
Dumpty in Every Clime. 9 " 

So was the altar of the temple profaned, under Jarrett & 
Palmer. But it must have been rather amusing to see Mr. Fox 
"jump through policemen." A lost art, one fears. 

Booth remained at Daly's for several weeks, getting his 
usual fifty per cent of the gross, and then went on tour 
under the management of John T. Ford, playing through the 
South with a company. The days of the visiting star and the . 
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resident stock company were passing. Booth appeared in 
Baltimore, whither Washington lovers of tragedy flocked to 
see him, and then started around the circuit, visiting Rich- 
mond, Charlotte, Columbia, Augusta, Charleston, Atlanta, 
Nashville, and many other communities before the company 
was disbanded on March 3. After that, Booth continued, 
without the company, to appear in Louisville, Cincinnati, 
and Chicago, where his father-in-law starred him in an 
engagement beginning April 6. 

The season, while arduous, and especially so to a man 
still weak from serious injuries, was very profitable and the 
proceeds helped reduce his debt to McVicker. He finished 
in Chicago, traded the Cos Cob property for property in the 
Western city, and late in the summer traveled West to San 
Francisco. He was there, he wrote McEntee, just twenty 
years after he had left to try his luck in the East. He recalled 
his draft for five hundred dollars and remarked that he was 
not, now, much better off. He added: 

True, I have done something or rather I have tried to do 
something for art, but when that hundred years have rolled 
by, I doubt if you'll find Edwin Booth on the art list some 
centennialiated McEntee will refuse me admittance for being 
merely a profane stage player, while the "gorgeous temple of 
Dramatic Art" will have been long ago converted into a worse 
house of some sort. 

It reads like a slap at McEntee, but if it were so intended, 
which is doubtful, it probably made no great impression 
on that industrious, conscientious, and not greatly inspired 
artist. He was a meek and patient man, Jervis McEntee. 
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In California, Booth came under the management of 
John McCullough, one of the lesser, but still remembered, 
tragedians of his day. McCullough was striving to wring 
from management the financial security acting had not given 
him. He was touchingly grateful that Booth would act for 
him, for he knew that the tragedian had had other offers. 
But Edwin had promised that when he appeared in the 
far West it would be as McCullough's star. 

Booth opened in San Francisco early in September and 
was greeted as a favorite son come home. He was the city's 
own; unforgotten were the days he had played there, and 
gone hungry there; unforgotten by dozens of feature-writers 
for the newspapers, by many men who were, by twenty 
years, not so young as they had been. The theater was 
crowded nightly for eight weeks. The receipts averaged 
twelve thousand dollars a week, a very satisfactory average, 
even now, for the usual dramatic offering; phenomenal in 
those days of lower prices. "The engagement was the most 
remunerative that had ever been known on the dramatic, as 
distinguished from the operatic, stage of America." Booth's 
share ran close to six thousand dollars a week. 

It occurred to Booth as he wandered the streets of the 
new San Francisco, that he was getting on. Everything was 
changed. Handsome buildings stood where shacks had been. 
He looked with particular interest for the site of one of 
those shacks. There had been a shack which stood mag- 
nificently in a considerable lot which a boy and an elder man 
had called "the ranch." He found the place. A tenement- 
house was built on it and it was in a back street. It was hard 
to remember how he and Dave Anderson had cooked and 
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swept and lived carelessly there, before anything had hap- 
pened to him. 

He left San Francisco immediately on the termination 
of his engagement and came back, not by way of the Isthmus 
this time, to open in New York on November 20, under the 
management of McVicker. He appeared at the Lyceum 
Theater in Fourteenth Street. That is one of the compara- 
tively few in which he played left standing in 1932. It is now 
the home of the Civic Repertory group. 

Booth played at both the Lyceum and the Academy of 
Music until January, remaining under the management of 
McVicker, that probably having been stipulated in the 
agreement between the two, and being clearly to the ad- 
vantage of both. Business was only fairly good after Decem- 
ber 5, when the Brooklyn Theater burned during a per- 
formance, with the loss of three hundred lives, and New 
York was left chary of trusting itself to the playhouse. 

In January he returned to the road, playing this time in 
the East. 

According to one estimate, 1 Booth made, as his share^ 
more than seventy-two thousand dollars from the beginning 
of the Lyceum engagement to the dose of his season in May, 
1877, this sum being exclusive of his profits on the coast. 
With them his seasonal profit was dose to a hundred and 
twenty thousand dollars and from his appearance at Daly's 
in 1875 to his completion of the 1876-77 tour he made, Asia 
tells us, enough to discharge his debt and stand once more 
dear with the world 

1 Made by Sally MacDougall in the "Century Magazine," December, 
1928, and purporting to be based on McVicker's records. 
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Booth rested that summer at the home of R C. Benedict 
at Greenwich and in the autumn returned to touring. His 
engagements took him to Philadelphia and Baltimore and 
then through the middle West. He seemed now, truly, on a 
straight road. Only work and the accumulation o "ducats" 
occupied him; for many months there was no Booth mis- 
fortune for the newspapers to report. He played through 
that season, rested that summer, leased and appeared in his 
own theater the next autumn, toured again under the man- 
agement of McVicker late in 1877 and in 1878, all without 
incident. This is perhaps the longest period of unbroken 
quiet in his life. Nothing happened until April of 1878, when 
he opened at his father-in-law's theater in Chicago. 

He was playing there on April 23, as Richard. The 
audience was engrossed; Booth was deep in his part. Sud- 
denly the silence was broken by the report of a pistol. A 
canvas "flat" behind Booth shuddered as a bullet passed 
through it. There was another shot. Booth heard it whine 
past his head. 

He had looked up toward the balcony as the first shot 
was fired. He saw the flash of the second. He advanced to 
the front of the stage and pointed. But his heroism was 
unnecessary. Already men had seized the marksman and 
prevented his firing the third shot, for which he had taken 
aim. He was hustled away while Booth, still outwardly calm, 
returned to his dressing-room. After reassuring his wife, 
the actor returned to the stage and continued his part. 

The man under arrest identified himself as Mark Gray 
(his name seems to have been Mark Gray Lyon) and told 
a disconnected story. He was, he revealed, a dry-goods clerk 
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in St. Louis when it suddenly came to him that he must 
shoot Edwin Booth. He further hinted darkly that he had 
good oh, very good reason for his act and talked of de- 
fending the honor of a female relative. He did not deny 
that the relative was his sister. All this was, in due course, 
printed in Chicago and elsewhere, but probably not very 
widely believed. Gray was too obviously unbalanced men- 
tally. 

Booth himself took the charges more seriously than 
any one, after his initial calm had worn through. He 
wrote Anderson, lamenting the "filthy scandals" which were 
being circulated and explaining that Gray thought himself 
"a great tragic genius, mad on the subject of acting." Gray 
intimated, along with his other intimations, that he was 
defending not only the female relative but William 
Shakspere, therewith shedding a new light on the term 
"destructive critic." 

The affair brought out the largest head-lines in many 
newspapers, occupying four and five columns on the front 
pages of the Chicago journals, and it was generally taken 
seriously. Some, however, doubted and Booth condemned 
those who "throw doubt upon the terrible fact by calling 
it an advertising trick." He thought such suspicious persons 
"little souled" and their comments increased his nervousness 
until, as he wrote Stedman, "his temporary self control gave 
way to highly nervous excitement." But that, too, passed. 

After examination, Gray, or Lyon, was removed from 
jail to an asylum at Elgin. Before he was taken there, how- 
ever, he found opportunity to write Booth and to tell him 
that he must pay nine hundred dollars, or he would "dy." 
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Further incarceration gave him a calmer outlook, however, 
and late in the year he wrote again, thus: 

Dear Sir coming to look over this unpleasantness in a 
rational light I find you were right when you quoted from 
Hector O. Hallaron, "Mark, you got the wrong pig by the 
ear." Well, as the learned "heads" say we all are not infallible, 
hence it is human to err. And to forgive is divine. 

Mr. Booth, I seen it announced in papers that you are 
taking a rest until the ist of March. If you take in Chicago I 
hope you'll pay me a visit; then we will talk this matter over 
and understand one another in the future. 

My cous. Jno. Rainey of Chicago paid me a visit three 
weeks ago he said he can liberate me through the law his 
brother-in-law is studying law under Noyrs one of the most 
prominent men in the legal fraternity. I hate law and think the 
following proverbs are well applied to law at the present time 

"Fear not the law but the judge. Go before God with jus- 
tice, before the judge with money." 

I wish you a happy new year and many of them. 

I remain sincerely and affectionately yours in friendship, 
harmony and peace. 

MABK GRAY LYON, 

care asylum. Elgin, 111. 

He wrote several more letters, in similar vein, and 
Booth's first real fear of him diminished. Eventually he 
made no objection when the question of his assailant's 
parole came up, nor is there any record that Lyon showed 
further inclination to criticize with firearms. 

Booth's somewhat odd humor, indeed, asserted itself in 
after years and he had one of the recovered bullets set in a 
gold cartridge cap, which was engraved: "From Mark Gray 
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to Edwin Booth. April 23, 1879." He wore this almost con- 
stantly thereafter. Perhaps it gratified his love of word- 
juggling, so evident in all his letters. It is grieving to report 
in this, connection, that he once wrote Anderson at a time 
when the elder actor was considering some investment in a 
match factory, and mentioned the plan to start a "match-ri- 
money-all factory." Beyond this it is, one hopes, impossible 
to pun. 

And after the near-tragedy ia Chicago, Booth toured 
again, without adventure, and edited prompt-books of his 
plays, in association with William Winter. During the 
autumn and winter he played in New York and out of it, 
and in the early spring he appeared again at his dwn theater. 
But by then he was looking forward to a new professional 
adventure. The next autumn he wrote Anderson: "I shall 
try my British luck once more, though I have not much 
faith in the lottery over there." 
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XV 

MR. BOOTH ARRANGES 



SOMETIMES BOOTH WOULD WORK LONG AND HARD TO BRING 

something about and then afterward assure his friends that 
it had merely happened. "Chance/Sjit will be remembered, 
had directed his steps to the stage. Partly, no doubt, this 
attitude was the economy of an indolent man, easily bored 
by details. After something had been accomplished he pre- 
ferred to forget the steps which had led to the accomplish- 
ment; it was somehow brighter and more satisfying if he 
could think of it as emerging in full glory from a cloudless 
sky. It would have been a bother to tell interested friends 
that he had done this and then this and then that, until 
finally the other came about. 

One may suspect, too, that there was another source, a 
source by Booth unsuspected, for this habit^We know how 
shy a man he was, and how self-conscious? In a man so 
burdened the fear of appearing ridiculous is always alive. 
And to such a one there seems always something ridiculous 
in a man who tries very hard and failHThe mountain 
labored and brought forth a mouse; and that was, unde- 
niably, a trifle ridiculous of the mountain. But if the moun- 
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tain were quite unconscious why, then the mouse would 
be merely a mouse, no more absurd than most mice, and 
there would be no necessity of pretending that it was subtly 
an elephant. 

Similarly, if Edwin Booth planned and schemed and 
wrote letters to prepare a reception for himself in London 
in 1880 and then that London appearance turned out to be 
another stupendous fizzle, Booth would look, he felt, very 
absurd. He wished things to come to him unsought; the 
world cannot better compliment a man than by giving him 
that for which he is too indifferent, too detached, to ask. 
And with no intention to deceive, Booth could pretend to 
himself, when something did come, that he had not begged 
for it, and he could give that impression to others, too. Still 
with no intention to deceive, and only for the good of- his 
own soul. He must have, for himself, some explanation of 
failure, and lack of effort is always an excellent explanation, 
particularly if it be noted in advance. 

It is not surprising in the case of Booth, to discover that 
lie worked eighteen months or more to bring about what 
he hoped would be an English triumph and then suggested 
that it was merely something which had happened to him, 
He might write to a correspondent whose name is hopelessly 
lost in Booth's hasty chirography that he went to England 
"more for pleasure than for professional ends" but was in- 
duced to accept a flattering offer. He might know, as a mere 
matter of fact, that he had written letter after letter to in- 
termediaries; that he had written to Henry Irving at the 
Lyceum; that he had consulted agents^ and negotiated with 
one Walter Gooch. And still only a person insensitive to 
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the dodges of a sensitive spirit which must keep itself warm 
in a cold world would think of Booth as falsifying. 

Out of all these negotiations, which began early in 1879 
or perhaps before, grew, after an- initial disappointment, a 
very real triumph. Out of them grew two visits to England 
and a tour of die Continent, the latter being all triumph; 
and it is largely because of these that we may think of Booth 
as a world figure in his art. However great his successes in 
his own country before 1880, and they were very great, 
Booth remained up to that time a provincial figure. He 
might be the foremost actor of the United States, but that 
did not prove that he was one of the foremost actors of the 
world; it did not make him one of that small company of 
international stars, a company which shines with the glitter 
of such names as Bernhardt and Duse, Salvini, and, in a 
measure, Henry Irving. 

The weight of influence had not yet shifted across the 
Atlantic in things theatrical; it was not to shift, indeed, until 
new methods and new materials had played their part in 
changing the stage, in so far as it is a living stage, to a thing 
hardly to be recognized by Booth and his peers and not 
recognized by the few of their direct successors who still 
carry on a losing battle for old traditions. 

Booth felt, as he had felt in 1860, but with far more 
reason, that he had done what he could for his fame and his 
art, within the boundaries of his own country. All that he 
thought was true in 1860, about himself, was true in 1880. 
He no longer, to be sure, believed that art was to be found 
only in the European capitals. He did feel that he could go 
no higher in the United -States. He had played there all his 
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r61es, a hundred times over. He had an artistic priority 
which there was none to challenge. He had given all he had 
to producing and could not hope to surpass himself in that 
endeavor. Now he needed new worlds to conquer; in 1860 
he had only thought he needed them. 

And in 1880, if ever, was the time to conquer those 
new worlds. Nothing held him in the United States. His 
debts were paid and his theater was gone. He was still at 
the height of his powers, but he knew that he could not 
indefinitely remain there. In a few more years he would be 
too old for Hamlet, could not hope to suggest, in form and 
feature, the lithe, unhappy youth who was his Dane. (It is 
even possible that he had then already waited a few years 
too long. But he did not think so.) Even his domestic life 
urged him to make the attempt at this time. Mrs. Booth's 
condition was again unsatisfactory; often she was hardly 
herself mentally; physically she was far from well. Treat- 
ment had availed nothing, but some physicians felt thai 
she might be improved by a voyage, by a complete change 
of scene. 

At that time, in London, Henry Irving was at the height 
of his fame at the Lyceum, which he now managed* His 
first triumph in "The Bells" had been followed by successes 
in Shaksperian r61es. He was devoted, almost as utterly as 
Booth, to "the legitimate'* as Bernard Shaw was later 
scathingly to note, while denying that "the legitimate" was 
in the least legitimate, when compared with Henrik Ibsen 
or even, for that matter, with Bernard Shaw. And Booth 
felt that Irving might feel much as he did, that it was time 
to conquer new worlds. He heard rumors that Irving might 
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decide to visit America, in search o greater fame and a 
more generous outpouring of ducats. 

It seemed a fortunate coincidence that the two foremost 
tragedians of the English-speaking stage should at one mo- 
ment stand ready for new efforts. Booth had what seemed 
to him a happy idea; he had had it once before, while he still 
managed his own theater, and it had not worked out hap- 
pily, but this was a better time for it. Why might not he and 
Irving exchange countries for a time? Why not make 
Irving's appearance in the United States and Booth's in 
England coincide? Why not, in short, have an "exchange of 
pulpits"? 

Booth could think of no reason against this project, 
however phrased. He turned to Stedman, who had friends 
in England. Stedman thought the idea excellent and at 
Booth's suggestion wrote, early in the spring of 1879, to 
George Washburn Smalley, London correspondent for the 
"Tribune" and the author of several volumes of little 
sketches, part essay, part descriptive article. Smalley, whose 
pride was that he knew everybody in London worth know- 
ing, knew Irving well. 

Stedman hesitated to trespass on "the comity of our 
friendship," when he wrote to Smalley and edged otherwise 
a little awkwardly into the matter with which he was con- 
cerned, but he eventually reached the point: 

Mr. Edwin Booth and myself long have been intimate and 
every day that I have known him has added to my respect for 
his talents, his character and accomplishments, and especially 
for his exquisite sense of all the modest and courteous proprie- 
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ties which mark the true gentleman. His delicacy and reserve 
are notable; he is at the opposite extreme from the lesser lights 
of the stage who long to be always glaring in the eyes of the 
world. 

For several years he has been urged to visit England pro- 
fessionally, and various managers, English and American, have 
made all sorts of offers to tempt him into London engagements. 
All these he has steadfastly declined, feeling that there would be 
an attempt made to make a furor over him, set "him up as the 
"leading American tragedian" and evoke some sort of rivalry 
between himself and the great genius of your stage, within the 
latter's own domain. 

He now learns that there is talk of Mr. Irving's visiting 
America next year. He tells me that he has nearly determined 
to write a personal and fraternal letter to Mr. Irving, having in 
view his (Booth's) own trip to England and endeavoring to 
make some arrangements so that it can be timed during 
Mr. Irving's absence; something, I think, like an "exchange of 
pulpits" between two preachers. He would long to act in the 
Lyceum Theater, if at all a place honored by Irving's manage- 
ment and so complete in all those appurtenances for which 
Booth made his own theater unique in this country. Above all, 
he don't want to be "managed" or heralded by his inJaw, 
Clarke, who now runs two theaters in London; would like to 
appear quietly and on his own merits, if at all. Of course 
Booth, like myself, is familiar with your letters, which have 
recorded and described Irving's impersonations from time to 
time. He has an idea, and so have I, that you may have the 
pleasure of meeting Irving often and on rather intimate terms. 
If so, it would be natural for Mr- I. to speak to you of 
Mr. Booth's letter. Should he do so, I think, you know enough, 
without any statements, of Mr. Booth's gentle and unsullied 
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character to assure Mr. Irving that whatever Mr. B. shall write, 
may be taken without reserve as the fresh and trustworthy ex- 
pression of an honorable man. If you could do anything which 
would make Americans to see and hear your great and schol- 
arly actor, whose salutation here has long been made for him, 
you would bestow upon our stage lovers a boon that would 
insure you their gratitude. And if Edwin Booth should appear 
in London, now, in the strength and beauty of his prime, I am 
sure that his season there would be satisfactory to your own 
feelings and honorable to the country of which you are a kind 
of "lay-plenipotentiary/* 

The matter was, evidently, one to be approached with 
great circumlocution and rather anxious observation of "the 
modest and courteous proprieties which mark the true 
gentleman." We find that approach repeated in Booth's 
letter to Irving, which was duly written on March 28, 1879, 
and forwarded after Stedman had approved. It read: 

68 Madison Avenue 
HENRY IRVING, ESQ. 

DEAR SIR: 

Contemplating a visit to Europe in the summer of 1880 
and surmising that it may serve your convenience to come at 
that time where "you have been hotly called for," I venture to 
suggest for your consideration a plan which has but recently 
occurred to me, but which may not accord with your arrange- 
ments or views of business and may seem impracticable if not 
absurd. 

I am solicited, not by; a few managers (and others with 
speculation in their eyes) to revisit London, while many disin- 
terested friends, on both sides, have long urged me to go, but 



Edwin Booth 

domestic and other causes have prevented me till now from 
entertaining such a project 

Detesting even the mere appearance of rivalry, I have re- 
mained deaf to many flattering offers, preferring to place before 
you as a lover of the art we both are striving to advance the 
proposition that I shall go to your theater during your profes- 
sional visit to this country, to perform under your management 
for a stated number of weeks and on such conditions as shall 
be mutually advantageous. 

I have now no theater to offer you in exchange for such a 
courtesy, but whatever service I may be able to render you 
among my countrymen I will cheerfully perform; my influence 
may not be very extensive, but you really need no more than 
your name already bears with it to secure the favor of all cul- 
tivated Americans. 

This is a fertile field where you may be sure of a rich har- 
vest of "ducats" to gild withal the laurels you will gather here, 
while I shall be contented with the endorsement of the British 
public (should I be so fortunate as to obtain it) and such 
emolument as will be consistent with your managerial expenses, 
which I know from severe experience must be great. With this 
knowledge I suspect that my desire to perform but three nights 
(or four at most) during the week will be objectionable even 
if the main feature of my proposition should receive your favor- 
Able consideration. 

Like yourself, I have worked hard for many years and 
though my physical strength is equal to the nighdy demands 
upon it, my nervous reservoir requires to be replenished fey 
alternate days of rest. 

This relief, with surroundings already prepared for the 
plays which comprise my repertory (I mean your present stock 
of scenery, costumes, etc. no additional expense) and such 
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actors as your judgement could select, would greatly enhance 
my comfort and consequently aid my acting. Of such advan- 
tages I very naturally desire to avail myself rather than to risk 
the danger of having a "scratch" company with its attendant 
cares. 

A letter just received from my sister, Mrs. Clarke in 
which she expresses her great interest in your Hamlet advises 
me to make no engagement but to visit Europe as a tourist 
and to look about me, but I would feel more secure in going 
equipped and prepared for action, to one whose aesthetic sym- 
pathies are in harmony with my own than in "taking the 
chances" with any mere showman. 

During the early days of my control of Booth's Theater, 
my business manager wrote to you relative to performing there, 
but your silence convinced me the letter never reached you. 
When you do come, I advise you to appear first in that house, 
for though, since I lost it, it has shared the desecration of many 
a "hallowed fame" it still retains, nor can it ever entirely lose, 
its Shakespearian prestige. 

The son of a Boston manager, a Mr. Tompkins, may have 
already broached the subject of this letter to you; he has lately 
sailed for England partly, I presume, to negotiate with you for 
his father's theater. I regret having mentioned the matter to 
him, for it would be better to keep it from the public until near 
its consummation if this should lead to such an agreeable con- 
clusion but at the time I spoke of it the idea was but barely 
taking form. 

Sincerely wishing for you a happier result than my unfor- 
tunate efforts at management attained, and hoping to hear 
from you by early mail, I am, 

Truly yours, 

EDWIN BOOTH. 
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P.S. My friend, Mr. Stedman, the poet, with whom I have 
consulted, has written on this subject to Mr. Smalley, with 
whom, I presume, you are acquainted. 

Irving was a very difficult man to bring to a final de- 
cision 1 but Booth did not know that. He waited, at first 
optimistically, then with growing surprise, but no answer 
came. Booth's next step was again toward Stedman, to whom 
he wrote on June 4: 

MY DEAR STEDMAN 

Should it chance among the many good hopes I hope for 
you in England that you should meet Mr. Irving, I shall deem 
it a favor if you will remind him of the letter I wrote him 
some two months since. 

I have a note from Mr. Daly which tells me that Mr. Irving 
expressed the hope that I would visit England professionally 
and in a similar one to Mr. McVicker he speaks of the "Irving 
and Booth exchange" (the plan I suggested in the letter before 
mentioned) but and for the present at least I shall not stir 
in the matter until I hear from Mr. Irving. Besides, I would 
prefer a responsible and well-established English to an Ameri- 
can manager to "handle" me in London. 

I fear to add to the many friends' commissions with which 
you are doubtless already burthened, but I shall consider it an 
honor, my dear boy, to have you represent me in any prelim- 
inary confab that may arise between Mr. Irving and yourself 
relative to my acting in his theater. But do not, I beg you, let 

1 Shaw's efforts to get some final answer to his proposal that Irving 
produce "The Man of Destiny," revealed in "Ellen Terry and Bernard 
Shaw: A Correspondence" (G. P. Putnam's Sons, New York, 1931), amus- 
ingly disclose this characteristic of the actor-manager. 
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me or my affairs bother your brains if the least inconvenience 
is likely to be incurred thereby. 

"Farewell! My blessings season this in thee " 
Adieu, 

Faithfully yours, 

EDWIN BOOTH. 

Never was an appeal made to a better friend than 
E. C. Stedman. He had hardly reached London, had not 
yet found lodgings, when he was in communication with 
Smalley, learning from him that Smalley had acted 
"promptly and wisely"; that Irving had received Booth's 
letter and "thought favorably of the idea"; that he might see 
Irving. Ten days later he had seen Irving, talked long with 
him, and received assurances which made it possible for 
him to write Booth jubilantly, "lo triumphe! I have come, 
have seen, have conquered." He continued: 

You are all right here. It has taken over a week to bring 
the acquaintanceship about with Irving, rightly, and make no 
blunders as he is in the pressure of the "season" but at last 
I have met with the fullest success. After considerable diplo- 
macy on Smalley's part, and Irving's learning that I had your 
full confidence, I arranged to meet him at his apartments yes- 
terday. (They reminded me of yours full of old furniture, 
t>ric-&-brac, etc.) We passed an hour there together, Smalley 
Jbeing of the party, and I was greatly pleased with the hand- 
some manner in which Irving acted. In the first place, he desired 
?to assure me that he had not written you because Daly had 
volunteered to express his wishes to you by word of mouth. He 
had been urged by Daly to put his interests in America in his 
hands, etc., but of this more anon. Next, he told me, that, 
whether he should go to America or not, he would place his 
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theater and his company at your service in the autumn o 1880 
the time you suggested. 

Again, you could either run the theater yourself, paying 
h?m the rent he has to pay, or you can be "managed" by him, 
as a partnership affair, and you and he share the profits of your 
engagement. I told him I thought you would quite as lief act in 
the latter way, under his auspices. Miss Terry will probably go 
with him as his support otherwise his superb company will 
all remain to support you. His house is an expensive one, 
including his own and Miss Terry's salaries, and costs 120 
a night. In spite of this, he has made ,9,000 the last six 
months. He says he is sure of your success here; that you had 
a great popularity when you played with him in the provinces, 
that you were in the wrong theater in London, and of course 
had everything here against you; that he admired you sin- 
cerely, etc., etc. He indubitably wants to come to America and 
wants his theater to be sustained during his absence. Of course 
I told him he must come that we must have a "Booth and 
Irving exchange," and that we would all do all we could for 
him in America. I promised him that I would at once write 
requesting you to advise him as to his course in America. It 
seems that, besides Daly's overture (who wishes to star him, 
etc.) he has offers from Wallack, who says Wallack's holds 
400 a night. Then there is the question of Booth's Theater 
(Jarrett & Palmer). Had he better to go there or to Wallack or 
to Daly's? 

Please write him at once and give him your candid advice. 
It will bring matters to a head. He says he does not care much 
to play in a large theater. (I have heard him twice Claude 
Mdnotte, Hamlet and should not think he would. His voice 
is queer often inarticulate a curious dialectic use of words. 
His action is far superior to his reading. Frankly, I am greatly 
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disappointed in htm as an actor, though he is most intellectual, 
scholarly, picturesque. But he certainly "carries the house" with 
him here and had crowded houses, besides. Miss Terry is 
pathetic, talented, charming, the best Ophelia I have seen. They 
both affect the pre-Raphaelite style mediaeval "blessed damo- 
zd" and that sort o thing you see on tiles.) 

You see Irving acts handsomely by you. You can have his 
theater yourself and run it as cheaply or as dearly as you 
choose; or you can act under his management and share pro- 
ceeds. Take your choice. Write him at once covering the whole 
matter. Please also drop a line to G. W. Smalley, 8 Chester 
Place, Hyde Park Square, London, W., thanking him for his 
offices in the matter, as he will continue to be a most important 
friend when you visit London. Has great influence with the 
best critics, journals, dubs, etc., here. Besides, he writes letters 
to the Tribune. We have agreed to let nothing of this be known 
at present, until the right time. You can address Irving at the 
Lyceum Theater, Strand. He proposed to me to tdegraph you 
said he would bear the expense, but I told him it was scarcdy 
necessary. I am to sup with him in a few days and will talk 
matters over. He told me that you could make money in the 
provinces after your town engagement. You see he is prosper- 
ing and it makes him, Smalley says, generous and open in his 
views. 

Thus did everything seem arranged. And then, without 
finally clinching the matter, Irving sailed away on a yacht, 
answering no letters, vanishing. Stedman, told of this, was 
amazed. He wrote from Paris, his last surprised gasp as a 
booking agent: 

Before leaving London, I wrote Irving a letter telling hin> 
all I had written you, and saying that I supposed you would 
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send him a letter of advice, as to his trip to America. This, as 
his theater had just closed, I sent to Smalley to forward to 
Irving. Mr. Smalley replied that Irving had gone off to the 
Mediterranean in the yacht of Baroness Burdett-Coutts (who is 
his backer) and that the letter should be sent after him. 

I thoroughly understand, and as a gentleman fully sympa- 
thize with you in, your view of the matter. Probably I was an 
ass of unusually pure and ancient long-eared breed, in not 
accepting Irving's suggestion that he should "telegraph you." 
He said he "wouldn't mind four or five pounds" for that pur- 
pose. But his proffers were so open and fair, and it seemed so 
absurd to telegraph as to a matter of a year ahead, that I put 
the suggestion aside. Instead, I said, it would please you to 
receive something by mail from his own hand, which he said 
you should have. He also said he wished me to meet him at a 
midnight supper, for further talking, he being excessively 
driven by the dose of his season. But the special invitation 
never came. 

Stedman .was worried lest it should appear that he had 
not been authorized to act for his friend, particularly if it 
came out that the firm of Schwab & Shatrock had been 
negotiating with Booth, through Winter. He was confused 
and annoyed about the whole matter and it is not now en- 
tirely clear whether negotiations were definitely broken off 
for some reason or merely allowed to lapse. The latter seems 
more probable. Irving preferred to let things lapse if he 
changed his mind, and it later became evident that he 
harbored no ill-will. 

But Stedman was annoyed. He urged Booth to go on 
to London, anyway, and, somewhat later, expressed his 
italicized opinion that Irving was not a gentleman. Gentle 
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Stedman knew, one suspects, no harsher phrase of denuncia- 
tion. Booth decided to accept the advice and Stedman's 
encouraging assurance that he would succeed in London, 
with Irving or without him. ("People accept Irving faute 
de mieux" Stedman wrote, "but all criticize his elocution 
and seem to want a change.") So he turned to professional 
agents, employing the firm of Simmonds & Brown. Morris 
Simmonds, in London, began new negotiations in the win- 
ter of 1879-80. He interviewed Walter Gooch of the Princess 
Theater, Mr. Hollingshead of the Gaiety, and the Messrs. A. 
and G. Gatte of the Adelphi. On February 6 he wrote Booth: 

There is not the least doubt of your being able to arrange 
your own time and terms at either of the above theaters. Of the 
three referred to I would prefer the Princess for the following 
named reason: This theater will be closed for three months 
from June next to be entirely reconstructed and will be re- 
opened as a new theater in September next. Mr. Walter Gooche, 
the manager, would be pleased to open negotiations with you 
to inaugurate his new theater, commencing at your option 
either in September or October next 

The idea of opening a new theater appealed to Booth, 
and Booth negotiated, this time directly. Clarke was brought 
in, finally, despite his brother-in-law's wish not to involve 
him, and represented the tragedian when the contract was 
finally signed. This stage in the negotiations was not reached 
until Booth had sailed from the United States and reached 
England in, the summer of 1880, which gives some color 
to his subsequent assertion that he had no definite arrange- 
ments made when he sailed. The point, of course, is technical. 
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He knew very well that Gooch was going to make a "flatter- 
ing offer," probably knew precisely what the offer would 
be. What it was is disclosed in the following excerpt from a 
letter written Clarke by Gooch on August 8: 

As Mr. Edwin Booth has written me and referred me to 
you to definitely arrange for him to appear and act at the above 
theater under my management to play a starring engagement 
in a series of Shakespearian and other plays, I offer you the 
following terms: 

Mr. Booth to take 50 per cent of the gross receipts per 
week after I deduct the sum of 450 (four hundred and fifty 
pounds) per week. These terms to apply up to ^1,000 (one 
thousand pounds) gross receipts weekly. Mr. Booth to take 
sixty per cent of the receipts exceeding one thousand pounds 
weekly. 

The piece or pieces selected during this engagement to be 
withdrawn as soon as practicable should the receipts in any 
one week fall below ^650 (six hundred and fifty pounds). 
This engagement to continue for three months (3 months) 
commencing in October next. If extended by consent of both 
parties then the terms are to be the same for the renewal. 
Should this engagement not be extended as above> Mr. Booth 
agrees not to act in any other London Theater for twelve 
months from the expiration of this agreement. Six nights 
performance each week is agreed upon for Mr. Booth to play 
-during said three months. 

WALTER GOOCH. 

It is understood that the name of Mr. Edwin Booth will 
be made the feature of this engagement 

These were the terms as eventually agreed upon. It is 
a little difficult to discover that they were "flattering** to a 
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tragedian who had been starred for years, who had for 
years received fifty per cent of the gross, without deductions; 
who had wished to play three or not more than four nights 
a week. But they were accepted. 

Booth, who had been tcJuring while these lengthy nego- 
tiations were in progress, sailed from New York in June, 
after a breakfast in his honor had been eaten at Delmonico's 
on the fifteenth. It was given to speed him on his way, and 
toasts to his success were drunk. Barrett, Lester Wallack, 
Jefferson, Charles P. Daly, Parke Godwin, John R. Brady, 
and half a dozen more delivered addresses suitable to the 
occasion. Winter read a poem. He frequently read poems of 
his own composition on request They were usually quite 
bad poems and this was no exception. 

Before his friend left, Winter gave him some last-minute 
advice, "Open in 'Richelieu/ " he urged. That was safest, 
he argued; it was one of Booth's best parts, it had wide and 
obvious appeal. Later he could play his more subtle parts. 
No good purpose would be served by challenging Irving at 
the outset in one of the parts with which he was identified 
in the mind of the "B. P." But Mrs. Booth had other views. 
She was, as Winter remarks, "an impulsive, belligerent lady, 
who meant well but possessed no tact." She wanted Booth 
to open in "Hamlet." He did. 

But first, with Edwina, they sailed at leisure across the 
Atlantic and at leisure explored Ireland, stopping at Dublin 
while Booth wrote to Anderson that he was disappointed in 
the place. "Saving the antiquities and the foul weather, we 
can bate 'em in Yankeedom. The lakes and hills and all the 
beautiful scenery they boast of are way behind us, so they 
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arc." Then they went on to London, where Booth met his 
new manager and was assured by him that everything would 
be beautifully in readiness for the opening. Gooch said he 
had a theater in which Booth would be proud to act; a 
company he would be proud to lead; scenery which would 
delight his soul. 

Booth suggested opening in "Hamlet" and Gooch was 
enthusiastic. Booth explained that it was easier on his voice 
after a long period of rest than any other part. Gooch prob- 
ably was delighted with the opportunity to advertise Booth 
against Irving. 

But before that advertising began, Booth had begun to 
suspect that he had made another mistake. 
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XVI 

HIS BRITISH LUCK AND 
HENRY IRVING 



WALTER GOOCH WAS VERY MUCH PLEASED WITH HIMSELF WHEN 

he thought what he had done with the old Princess Theater, 
which twenty years before had served Charles Fechter well 
enough but had subsequently fallen into decay. A London 
correspondent informed his American public: 

During Mr. Gooch's management of the Princess Theater 
the old house was the home of melodrama, not classic melo- 
drama, but strong, realistic I had almost said "blood and 
thunder" melodrama. It was practically an East End theater 
at the West* A Bowery theater in Madison Square is a parallel 
idea for New York, Guinea Gold, Jane Shore, It Is Never Too 
Late to Mend, DrinJ^, The Streets of London, were its most 
successful plays. It was old, dusty, inconvenient. It smelled of 
sawdust, orange peel and gas. It was draughty, afflicted with 
rats and the stage was positively dangerous; but the cheap 
parts of the theater were crowded every night. Tom, Dick and 
'Arry were there always. 

Then Gooch decided to change everything. He would 
make the theater over, and he thought that to do that he 
need merely chase out the rats, sweep up the sawdust, make 
all shiny and new. He believed that, throughly renovated, 
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the house would regain overnight its erstwhile esteem; that 
it would again be the home of tragedy it had been in 1860, 
when Booth played at the Haymarket and envied Fechter 
his fashionable playhouse. So for three months Gooch 
renovated. 

Our correspondent continues: 

Today the old house is no more. On the historic site has 
risen a dean, comfortable and handsome theater with a beauti- 
ful entrance hall, artistically decorated corridors, pleasant 
waiting-rooms, cheerful saloon and everything else in harmony 
therewith. The auditorium looks rather cold, perhaps the deco- 
rations are heavy, but the arrangements for the comfort of the 
audience are admirable. 

Booth probably discovered before he had been long in 
London what Gooch's optimism blinded him to. It took 
more than new clothes to make a lady out of the old Princess. 
It was easier to drive Tom, Dick and 'Arry out than to en<. 
tice Reginald and Colin and Cecil in. The former went away 
gladly, even eagerly, after one look at the new comforts and 
the perhaps heavy decorations; the latter stayed away just as 
gladly. Before he had been long in England, Booth suspected 
that he had once more picked a loser, with that uncanny 
luck of his. By the time he began to rehearse with the 
company of Gooch's choice he was sure of it* 

There were then in England, one writer notes, "only a 
handful of artists who could speak blank verse." The hand- 
ful was not at the Princess, working for Mr. Gooch. Booth 
was horrified as he observed his companions on the stage. 
"My support at the Princess often did more harm than 
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good," he observed afterward, "Every one wanted to be the 
star of the play, whatever it was. Miss . . . was determined 
to act her tragedy of Ophelia, with my assistance as Hamlet." 
He had once more encountered, he realized with sinking 
heart, "a sort of 'cheap John' management, with a wretched 
company and poorly furnished stage, compared with Irving's 
superior settings." 

The theater was not ready in October. It was barely 
ready on November 6, when Booth opened in "Hamlet." 
Gooch had not yet had time he must be given that credit- 
to collect the stock of scenery necessary to mount Booth's 
plays properly. Perhaps he was hurried, also, in the matter 
of his cast. It is probable that, in sheer self-interest, he did 
the best he could in the time allowed. Evidently it was not 
a very high best. There was, however, a crowd for the open- 
ing night. Most of the Americans in London were on hand 
to greet their countryman. 

The London "Times" reported on Monday, Novem- 
ber 8, that London was "developing year by year greater 
centralizing force as a capital which draws to itself all that is 
most distinguished abroad upon the stage." It recalled those 
who had been drawn, in a gently chauvinistic glow. And 
now: 

Mr. Booth makes his second visit to London and crowds 
are found to wait for admission from 2 till 6 o'clock on a 
Saturday afternoon till the queue stretches across the road at 
the pit and gallery entrances and other crowds watch the 
arrivals at the principal doors as if a levee were in progress. 

It took the "Times" several paragraphs to reach 
Mr. Booth himself. It then reported him "obviously master 
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of his resources and giving a thoroughly intelligible and 
consistent reading of a favorite part." Only now and then 
did the critic find his acting "labored and tricky." The 
"Times'* was courteous to the visitor. It even praised the 
cast, mildly. All was, in a word, adequate. The "Times" 
was the most kind of the dailies; others were sharp with 
the tragedian and sharper with his cast. Booth had to 
wait for the weeklies, to hear the "crickets chirping 
pleasandy." 

The "Saturday Review," one of the first to offer a con- 
sidered report upon the American star, was both judicious 
and fair. Its review bears quoting: 

Mr. Booth's first appearance has been in the part o 
Hamlet, and in undertaking this part he had two forces to 
contend against, that of his own celebrity in America which 
preceded his introduction (for so it may fairly be called, 
although he has appeared before in England) to the English 
stage and of the striking and lasting impression produced by 
the performance in the same part of the distinguished actor- 
manager, whose Hamlet was a surprise to those who only 
knew him before as a melodramatic and "character" actor of 
mark. It may be said at once that the result justifies Mr. Booth in 
choosing for his first part one in which he had what an American 
paper calls the "Irving canon" to contend against. . . . 

Mr. Booth is markedly graceful, markedly perfect in elocu- 
tion and both markedly and nicely courteous in his demeanor 
throughout the play. The fault which has been patent to most 
of his critics, that of want of passion, exists to some extent but 
has, at any rate, been exaggerated, possibly through misunder- 
standing of his purpose, possibly through the nervousness 
which generally affects even the most practiced actors on the 
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first night in a new theater, and possibly in many cases through 
a combination of both causes. . . . 

To sum up, Mr. Booth is, judged by his performance in 
Hamlet, a thoroughly well-graced actor. He has thought, poetic 
conception and complete skill in execution. His gestures and 
elocution are indeed admirable and his marked, but slight, 
American intonation gave a not unpleasing individuality to his 
performance. The effect of his acting is marred by the odd and 
old-fashioned trick of "taking the stage," and perhaps it cannot 
be expected that Mr. Booth will give up a habit which has 
presumably become a part of his method, although it might 
serve his immediate purpose to do so. Whatever Mr. Booth's 
faults may be, his performance of Hamlet is fine and interesting 
and leads us to look forward with agreeable anticipation to his 
promised performance of other and widely different parts. 

Against this reasonable praise, may be set the charges of 
a few who found him a "ranter"; and against those charges, 
in turn, may be set the following, written by J. Palgrave 
Simpson in "Theater" for December: 

Instead of being a slave of tradition, I found him con- 
stantly neglecting the old traditional points, of which his 
manner after the play scene, when his exultation would not 
give him time to wait until the crowd was wholly dispersed 
was, perhaps, the most notable example, for effects which 
commended themselves better to his matured intelligence. 
Another instance may be given in his delivery of the words, 
"I'll rant as well as thou" which were not howled and ranted 
as is commonly the case, but uttered with profound contempt 
for the ranting of Laertes. To my mind, and especially on the 
second occasion of witnessing his performance, Edwin Booth 
was eminently natural and to be looked on as an admirable 
exponent of the more approved new school. 
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It has frequently been said that Booth, on his ap- 
pearance iix London, was contemptuously dismissed as an 
old-fashioned ranter, adhering to methods which had been 
discarded in England for fifty years. Mr. Simpson's reasoned 
criticism, even when reduced to a few words, as here, is 
interesting evidence in this connection. 

But, whatever generous exceptions may have been made 
by the discerning, the press as a whole was not what Booth 
had hoped. Nor were the receipts. The first week brought 
in only ^630, which was below the minimum agreed upon. 
The gain was not extravagant in the second week, when 
'^685 came through the box-office. Then Hamlet was with- 
drawn and "Richelieu" replaced it. Then history repeated 
itself, the public responded, and the receipts climbed through 
'^700 in the third week to ^845 in the fourth. Almost pre- 
cisely similar had been Booth's experience when he first 
visited London in 1860. Then, too, the public preferred 
Bulwer-Lytton to Shakspere, and 'showed its preference 
concretely. 

And "Richelieu" lest this be thought of as a mere 
popular success found favor also in the press. Booth wrote 
Anderson: 

It starded even the puffers, although some of them fail to 
see in me more than a mediocrity. But the public is with me; 
so is the profession, while from many higfe and noble sources 
I daily receive the most encouraging marks of approval. The 
best parts of the house have been nightly filled with noted 
people, but the pit and the gallery are not so well patronized, 
this being the worst season for plays as I am giving them. 
Tided folks that stand very dose to the throne have graced my 
dressing room with their presence. 
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The "cricket" of the "Times" gave "Richelieu" a 
"mixed" notice, taking the opportunity to hedge somewhat 
on his previous endorsement of Hamlet and by inference 
moving to the side of those reviewers who objected to "the 
mannered style, the studied graces, the sententious speech, 
all the instances of an art which, if the phrase may be per- 
mitted, wears its heart upon its sleeve." The learned critic 
discerned also that Booth was "as an actor what Lord 
Lytton was as a dramatist," having not numerous forces at 
his disposal but maneuvering them with the ability of a con- 
summate general. 

The public remained pleased and "Richelieu" stayed on 
until December 24, although the receipts hovered generally 
around or slightly under ^600 a week. Then on December 
27, Boxing Night, Booth tried "The Fool's Revenge" and 
at that piece of dramatic shoddy the "Times" was consid- 
erably upset. For one thing, it did not think the play suitable 
to the season. And for another, Booth indulged in "curious 
leaping and contortions of the body" which the "Times" was 
"disposed to think rather in excess of those likely to be 
affected by a man of his apparent age, even though a court 
fool." The "Times" critic was really grumpy that day; he 
could not but wonder "if, as the advertisements of the theater 
tell us, the company has been specially selected, for what 
particular purpose the selection has been made." 

As the engagement continued it became evident that it 

was to be tantalizing neither flat failure nor real success. 

Sometimes Booth was hopeful, or trying to be hopeful. Then 

he wrote that the business, while in the United States it 
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would be considered bad, was generally regarded as "pretty 
fair" for London. He expressed the belief that he would have 
"pulled through" with "Hamlet" if he had kept it on, and 
regretted he had gone to the less classical categories of his 
{repertory. He hardly thought "the critics have shown me a 
'kindly spirit, but they are very provincial and little in their 
views of art matters and this prejudice is not confined to the 
[theatrical art, either." 

But when he wrote to Anderson, early in the new year, 
jhe was "quite satisfied, particularly as I find the impression 
: I have made is deepening and daily growing stronger." He 
'felt he had triumphed with the "brains of England" and, if 
he chose, could point to Charles Reade as an example. Reade 
iread the reviews, snorted, and announced, "the London press 
'is an ass." Tennyson, however, invited Booth to dinner to 
[tell him that his Lear was "most interesting, most touching 
.and powerful, but not a bit like Lear." Booth reported subse- 
quently that he thought Tennyson very conceited. He liked 
Browning when he met him, however, "a charming man." 
These friends, and those he met at the Garrick Club, encour- 
aged him and berated the dissenting critics. 

It was a mixture of good and bad, with bad uppermost 
Over it all lay the shadow of Mary Booth's increasing ill 
health, mental and physical. For days, now, she was excited 
to madness and her wandering mind fixed itself curiously on 
illusions of persecution. She came to hate Edwina and, to 
friends, accused her of ridiculous thefts and purposeless 
cruelties. The social life which she and Edwina had begun 
'when they first arrived dwindled of necessity as the 
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winter advanced. It became something of a struggle to keep 
Mrs. Booth out o the theater; one night she had convulsions 
and became unconscious in her husband's dressing-room 
while he was playing. It needed only that* 

At the turn of the year there was the question of renewal 
with Gooch, who wished it, but insisted on changed terms. 
Booth was not making money; he made less during the 
extended time which was finally agreed upon, since Gooch, 
although the original contract stipulated that it might be 
renewed without change, insisted on larger deductions before 
the even division of receipts began. Booth agreed, probably 
dreaming that success was just around the corner. 

But during the first eight weeks of the engagement he 
made only about six hundred dollars a week, a tenth of what 
he had often made in the United States. It was a question, 
too, whether his prestige was gaining. But he felt he had 
gone too far to turn back; that he had to go on to victory. He 
tried "Othello," alternating in the rfiles with Henry For- 
rester, and the attitude of the press, except for the enlightened 
weeklies, remained lukewarm. 

It was well into January before the clouds which hung 
so dully over Booth showed any signs of breaking. He could 
see, until then, no better engagement than he had with 
Gooch, and lamented as much in a letter to Bispham. Only 
"perhaps some lucky sprite may upset something for me and 
open one of the doors now closed against me." The next sen- 
tence was significant and led Bispham to prick his ears. 
"Irving called yesterday and spent (to me) a most agreeable 
hour in social chat." 

Booth and Irving had made friends during the autumn. 
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The earlier misunderstanding was more or less forgotten. 
Perhaps Booth was learning that Irving had a reputation for 
vagueness in business relationships. He treated others as 
casually as he had treated the American tragedian. Booth 
probably never felt any real affection for Irving, for Booth 
was incapable of entirely forgetting a slight; but they got 
along. 

And as their acquaintance reached easier terms, one of 
them made a suggestion to the other. It is generally believed 
that Booth was the first, suggesting that he take over the 
Lyceum for morning performances. Irving agreed; then he 
had a better idea. He suggested that they should play 
together, in "Othello," alternating the r&les. Booth was 
elated. It was a definite play, on its way to fulfilment, when 
Booth closed at the Princess on March 26 and wrote to 
Stedman: 

At last my great London engagement is ended. Thank 
God a thousand times, again and again repeated! I have never 
had such an uphill drag of it in all my professional experience, 
to say nothing of the many annoyances connected with the 
mean and tricky management of - and - - 1 I've had dys- 
pepsia in its worst form nearly half the time, the result of intense 
anxiety on my wife's account. For two weeks now she has been 
confined to her bed, just hovering twixt life and death. You 
can imagine my interest in acting under such circumstances. 
On the whole, the critics have used me well. 

So Irving and I are at last to hitch together, but only for 



letter, unlike the other Stedman-Booth letters quoted, appears 
in the Grossman collection. The dashes are doubtless Mrs. Grossman's, 
the names omitted presumably being those of Gooch and Henry Jackson, 
the latter having been a little obscurely involved in the management. 
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a short pull of four weeks in Othello. Every seat worth secur- 
ing is booked for the brief term of our combination and 
London is very much excited over it. Of course, I live in dread 
anxiety lest my wife's death, which seems certain, may occur 
either at the beginning or during the engagement. Edwina is 
bravely assuming the duties so new to her, but I have fears 
for her health also. 

Concerning Mrs. Booth's illness, her husband was some- 
what clearer in a letter to Bispham, written at about the same 
time. "Poor Mary has been insane for two weeks," he wrote, 
"and the doctors give no hope for life beyond a few weeks. 
Her pulse rallies now and then; today, particularly, it is 
quite strong, but her brain has not for a moment given a sign 
of improvement." 

With this worry fuming in his mind, Booth began 
rehearsals for "Othello." Matters were hardly improved 
when Mary's parents came to London from Chicago and 
were horrified to discover their daughter's condition. They 
apparently blamed Booth; they were none too enthusiastic 
about him at best. 

Horace McVicker, son of the manager, wrote Booth, 
whom he greatly admired: 

I wonder how you and your in-laws get on together? I 
think I can see the thermometer fall into the depths of despair 
and fail to register the last half of the freeziness. I suppose 
mother is bothered at drawing the line between being the 
mother-in-law of England's imported "lion" and the mother of 
the abused wife of said lion. Hard lines for an inexperienced 
old lady. 
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The inexperienced old lady was not Horace's mother; 
McVicker was married before he met Mary's mother. 

Horace, whose letters at all times reflect a bright and 
cynical gaiety, would have written less briskly on this occa- 
sion, probably, had he known how sadly changed was his 
once sturdy stepsister. She was delicate enough now, poor 
thing, to satisfy any critic's longing for lilies and languors. 
And, most sad of all, she had periods of lucidity, during 
which she realized how rapidly she was failing. "Oh, Asia, 
my life is going from me!" she cried once to Booth's sister. 
That was the hardest; it was easier to bear her expression of 
the "virulent hatred of Edwina" which Asia thought the 
uppermost thing in her mind. When Asia was with Mary, 
Mary could talk of nothing else. No one believed she would 
live through the spring, yet she lived on. 

Little notes flew between the two actors as they worked 
together in the Lyceum. Many of those from Irving, Booth 
saved; and they remain now odd and almost indecipherable 
mementos of a once historical association. They dealt with 
incidentals, for the most part Only one, as indicating the 
progress of the arrangements, will serve to suggest their 
tenor. Irving wrote: 

On Monday I propose to issue this preliminary announce- 
ment particularly now as the subscriptions for our perform- 
ances very soon commence. I should like, if possible, to play 
lago first for it is new to me and the more rehearsals I can get 
the more comfortable I shall naturally be besides, I should be 
most uncomfortable with the part hanging over my head but 
all this you understand quite well. I say no more. 

I believe, too, for the success of our engagement (which 
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promises to be a brilliant one) this is by far the best course, 
starting off the performances with great curiosity. I hope we 
may continue through June. 

During next week, I will ask you to come down here to 
see the models of the scenes that you make any alterations, 
should you wish to. 

A few weeks later Irving wrote to say that about twelve 
hundred pounds had been booked at doubled prices balcony 
seats, ten shillings; stalls from ten and six to a guinea. Sub- 
scriptions poured in and before the opening performance 
four thousand pounds had been taken at the box-office. 

Rehearsals went forward, with Miss Terry playing 
Desdemona and finding the American gentle very nearly to 
the point of apathy and making few suggestions and those 
almost apologetically. She was not much impressed until, one 
day, Booth looked at her. "I have never, in any face, in any 
country, seen such wonderful eyes," she writes in her 
memoirs. In, them, also, she sums up Booth's season at the 
Princess as a wretched one at a theater which when he went 
there "was on the down grade and under a thoroughly com- 
mercial management." During rehearsals, and afterward, 
each star played his own r61e and Miss Terry, with whom 
Irving seldom interfered, played hers. Irving chivied the 
rest. 

The opening performance, on May 2, was very grand. 
Booth's admired nobility was present; the cream of the 
American colony went to pay tribute to the American repre- 
sentative. The house was gaily crowded and there were 
cheers. One more, however, the cheers were not echoed in 
the newspapers. Oa this occasion the "Times" liked neither 
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Othello nor lago. Irving's lago was too "playful," although 
"spirited and original." Only the Irving soliloquies really 
pleased the critic. Booth's Othello was "indifferent as a per- 
formance as a whole, to call it by no harsher name." Yet it 
had its good points: 

One can hardly conceive any performance of Mr. Booth's 
in which there would be no good points; there would always 
be his rare training and knowledge of the theater; his admir- 
able method of speaking, despite an occasional jar of accent; 
always, too, a thorough completeness and perfection of design, 
what objection soever we might be disposed to find with the 
design. 

It had "individual utterances of great beauty and effect" 
But in the great scenes, "those tremendous scenes of passion, 
he was not good." 

After a week the stars changed places and the "Times" 
had this to say of Booth: 

Mr. Booth's lago is as different from Mr. Irving's as two 
presentments of the same character well can be. About the 
former there is none of the picturesqueness, the piquancy, if 
we may use the word, of the latter* It is, in truth, a conven- 
tional rendering, but it is a convention polished to a very high 
pitch. Where it is, in our opinion, distincdy inferior is in the 
soliloquies; but, then, Irving's soliloquies were what one seldom, 
if ever, gets from the stage. Mr. Booth's, on the contrary, were 
of the old familiar type, set pieces declaimed and acted, but 
certainly declaimed and acted with remarkable skill. This lago 
is the more common, the more generally recognized, of the 
two. No one but Mr. Irving could have given us the ancient 
he did; whereas, though very few, perhaps, would give it as 
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well and as completely, most actors would give us more or less 
the ancient of Mr. Booth. . . . 

On the whole, as a work of art, a piece of technical skill, 
we should be inclined to place the American's lago above the 
Englishman's; the parts are better fitted, the colors are more 
skillfully blended; it is less startling, less brilliant, perhaps; to 
minds imbued with the Athenian yearning for novelty, and 
there are so many such to be met inside the theater, it may 
seem tamer, less spirited; but as a whole it is, we think, more 
artistic. 

So critics split hairs, while the public crowded the 
Lyceum. It was much talked about, everywhere. It produced, 
in the general opinion as summed up by Dr. Odell, "two 
masterly lagos and two unsatisfactory Othellos." It also pro- 
duced increased fame for both men; discussion of it on the 
Continent, and particularly in Shakspere-loving Germany, 
paved the way for Booth's later unalloyed triumph there. 

"Only my domestic misery prevents it from being the 
happiest theatrical experience I have ever had," Booth wrote 
to Winter. He lamented its brevity, but could not extend the 
engagement, because of Mrs. Booth's condition and the 
decision to take her home. It would have run on for several 
weeks at least, both actors believed. "I have made a solid 
mark here," Booth wrote to Anderson, "but, as fate will have 
it, I must leave in the midst of my success." 

The engagement was ended on June 15 and a few days 
later the Booths and the McVickers sailed for New York. 
McVicker and his wife guarded Mary carefully and kept her 
as much as possible from her husband, who was the recipient 
of itemized bills for her expenses, from McVicker. He paid 
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one of $705.80 covering amounts expended by her father. It 
was carefully itemized and duly receipted on payment 

The party went at first to the Windsor Hotel; but after 
a short time there the McVickers removed their daughter to 
another hotel near by and Edwin and Mary were definitely 
separated 
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XVII 

DEATH AND WRANGLING 



MRS. BOOTH LINGERED DURING THE SUMMER, WHILE HER HUSBAND 

visited his mother in Long Branch and found her health not 
so precarious as he had feared. From there he went on to 
Greenwich, Connecticut, to stay a few weeks with Benedict, 
and then to Mount Vernon, New York, where he visited 
Magonigle. They lay in hammocks and smoked their pipes. 
But Booth longed to be at *vork. Prolonged idleness, he f elt,^ 
would "only intensify the sadness that is hovering over my 
domestic life." On October 3 he opened again in New York 
City, finding his fame increased by his success with Irving. 
The tensity of relations between Booth and the 
McVickers meanwhile increased. His communications with 
the theater-manager who had helped him so mightily after 
the collapse of the theater project was reduced to the curtest 
of notes. Two weeks after Booth opened he was writing 
from the Brunswick Hotel to McVicker that 

the removal of Mrs. Booth from the Windsor Hotd prevents 
my further payment of her expenses as hitherto. I write to 
say that while I remain in New York I shall be ready to 
pay all bills necessary for her comfort and support, and that 
in my absence the same will be paid on presentation to 
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Mr. E. C, Benedict, No. 29 Broad Street, New York; also to 
ask that I may be kept advised as to her health during my 
absence on professional engagements. 

He adds that his interviews "having been so painful and 
unsatisfactory/* he is "forced to adopt this mode of com- 
munication." 

A few days later even this was too much, and Booth 
answered some intervening presentation from McVicker 
with the curtest of formality, thus: "The character and tone 
of your note addressed to me under date of October 18 is such 
that the only reply if any to which it is entitled is an 
acknowledgment of its receipt." 

Under this hard crust of conventionality ran a current of 
recrimination and abuse. The McVickers honestly believed, 
apparently, that Edwin had treated their daughter badly. 
They doubtless did not sufficiently discount the insane imag- 
inings which prompted Mary's denunciations of her hus- 
band. Mary had grown bitter at Edwin, would not allow 
him to approach her. What she had suffered from knowing 
her love for him greater than his for her, what she had 
known of jealousy of Edwina and, through Edwina, of 
Edwina's mother, whose memory did not fade from Edwin's 
mind, came out in that bitterness. And somehow, so far as 
the McVickers were concerned, money entered into the pic- 
ture and was another reason for wrangling. 

The wrangle leaked into the newspapers, as such wran- 
gles often, do. The greater freedom the press then allowed 
itself to publish abusive personalities permitted the public to 
learn much which was by no stretch of the imagination any 
o the public's business. "Scandalous tongues," as Edwina 
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wrote later, "attacked the privacy of the home." The attacks 
began before Mary's death, on November 13, and continued 
after it. 

Bitterness was not, apparently, laid aside even at the 
funeral. Edwin was curdy advised of Mary's death; a tele- 
gram read, "Mrs. Booth died at five o'clock," and was signed 
by a Clinton Wagner; and at the services he was isolated by 
the McVickers so far as was possible. He sat at the head of 
the coffin, holding his daughter by the hand, and "seemed 
much affected." The Rev. Robert Collyer read the service 
and delivered a eulogy in which, it appears from other 
accounts, he allowed himself several remarks aimed at the 
tragedian. The Rev. Ferdinand C. Ewer the Ewer who had 
been one of Booth's first critics in California was present 
and was shocked. To Booth he wrote a few days later that 
he could not trust himself to comment on the remarks at the 
funeral, and added: 

It would have been a trying occasion for any clergyman, 
but how a man could wade in, regardless of taste, sound judge- 
ment and, I am bound to say, the first principles of Christi- 
anity, as Collyer did! well, well, well! You, of course, are 
silent. But I, as your friend, pronounce the whole harangue a 
bare-faced insult to you, to Edwina no, I will not say to me. 
There was a certain oily, patronizing manner which was ex- 
ceedingly offensive. Well, let it go. 

It must be let go. The harangue has not crossed the 
years, which is perhaps as well. 

Mary's body was taken to Chicago for burial, Edwin 
attending it and being accompanied by Laurence Hutton 
and William Winter. There was at one time some thought 
.. . .276 



Edwin Booth 

of taking West, also, the remains of the child, which lay 
buried in Boston beside these of Mary Devlin. This was not 
done, however. Booth returned East after the funeral and- 
soon resumed playing, this time in Philadelphia. 

The attacks meanwhile continued and were finally 
answered, without Booth's sanction or knowledge, by Junius 
Henri Browne, a New York journalist, in an article in the 
Boston "Herald." (Booth knew so little of it that he was 
forced to appeal to friends to learn the name of his defender, 
which was not published in the "Herald.") Part of the 
article, which was severe on the McVickers, was suppressed 
by the "Herald," and there remained only a defense of 
Booth, printed under head-lines which read: "Domestic Dis- 
cord, Facts Concerning Edwin Booth's Second Marriage, 
Sad Case of Incompatibility, A Complete Refutation of Base 
Slanders." 

The writer began by describing the offending slanders, 
in which Edwin had been, "outrageously traduced and 
arraigned as a drunkard, a profligate, a mercenary wretch, as 
a cruel, brutal husband, as a monster of baseness and vice.** 
Poor, gentle Edwin! All this! 

Browne rather cleverly contrasted the opposing tem- 
peraments of Mary and Edwin. To her, the journalist sug- 
gested, "he seemed indifferent to everything, wholly 
indolent, and all her energy, which was boundless, was 
employed to rouse him out of what she regarded as his lazi- 
ness and lethargy." He "wanted, in brief, to be left to him- 
self. She deemed it her wifely duty to keep him mentally 
active, in her sense of mental activity, and in her ceaseless 
effort to this end, she tired and tormented him, more or less, 
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every hour of the day." But he was seldom, if ever, irritable 
to her, "despite this continual nagging." 

The journalist, who must have obtained his information 
from some close friend of the actor, continued: 

Booth never spoke of the incongruity between them; he 
was always patient, tender, chivalrous and in nearly all cases 
allowed her to have her way, as strong, self-disciplined hus- 
bands, not afraid of being thought hen-pecked, always do. 
Mrs. Booth, congenitally unbalanced, was more than ever so 
after the birth of her child (it lived but a few hours) thirteen 
months after their marriage. From that day she was subject to 
periodic derangements, which increased in frequency and vio- 
lence as time went on. During their continuance, she was 
entirely irresponsible^ f requently doing the very reverse of what 
she would have done if she had been sane. She had fits of 
raving and her piercing screams could be heard sometimes 
throughout the neighborhood. When she had come out of these 
periods she had no consciousness or recollection of them and 
nobody was cruel enough to remind her of their occurrence. 
After going to Europe with her husband, summer before last, 
her physical health, never firm, and her mental health, also, 
grew much worse. A good deal of the time she was a lunatic, 
and a lunatic who could hardly be controlled. 

After they returned, Mary- 
had been here only a few months when she began to disclose a 
'marked aversion to her husband, of whom she had, in her 
impassioned, irrational manner, been hitherto dotingly fond. 
She had exhibited before a causeless antipathy to divers mem- 
bers of her family, all of whom were aware of her distempered 
mind, and not one of them had been able by any degree of 
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kindness or devotion to overcome or materially modify her 
aversion. She refused to receive the visits of her husband and, 
as his presence in her chamber threw her into convulsions o 
rage, he at last, after trying in every way to placate her, kept 
carefully out of her sight. But he still took every care of her, 
leaving nothing undone that could add to her comfort. 

In explanation of the attitude o the McVickers 
there may have been some disagreement concerning financial 
questions, because in the event of Mrs. Booth's death, the whole, 
or part, of what he had given her and he had been very lib- 
eral would have gone according to the particular law of the 
State, to her mother, Mrs. McVicker. This lady has, if the tes- 
timony of the actor's friends be of any value, hated Booth long 
and bitterly and has, by her energetic manifestation of it, earned 
from him some degree of reciprocity. 

This presents, of course, only one side of a sorry conten- 
tion, which unquestionably was one of the few misfortunes 
in Booth's life which did not serve, in the long run, to add to 
his popularity. But the picture painted by the defender 
accords with other evidence in the case; with the veiled hints 
of Booth's friends, with the attitude openly expressed in the 
letters from Horace McVicker, with a curious little anecdote, 
recalled by "Margaret" (Townsend) in, her "Theatrical 
Sketches," in which Mary is sketched as a domineering wife, 
despatching to their beds at stated hours her obedient hus- 
band and cowed stepdaughter. 

Very likely Booth was sometimes irritating; very likely 
there was a certain limpness about him, in repose, which was 
nicely calculated to drive so dynamic a person as Mary to the 
utmost fury. But that he was in any essential way ungen- 
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erous, and particularly that he was ungenerous in money 
matters, is flatly unbelievable. There is too much evidence of 
a generosity which approached lavishness. 

He never, writes Hutton 

made any public expression of his personal feelings. He gave 
lavishly with both hands, concealing from his left hand the 
gifts of his right and, if possible, keeping even the right hand 
ignorant of its own well-doing. I have heard him say that a 
certain worn out comedian had a fixed income for life, and that 
a certain broken-down tragedian's mortgage had been paid, 
without the expression of the slightest hint that he himself had 
taken up the mortgage or had bought the annuity. 1 

That willingness to give was known to all his friends. 
Many of them profited by it. Sometimes his generosity was 
discovered; hundreds of times it was not. He seems almost 
never to have refused a bona-fide request; his chest at The 
Players, left since he died much as he left it in dying, contains 
dozens of notes from institutions, from individuals 
thanking him for his kindness. The kindness always meant 
money. His relatives had cause to bless the same characteris- 
tic in him; friends he had made as a boy had reason to be 
thankful for it when they, and he, were old. 

There was the case of a "certain friend, a poor player 
who struts, etc., but one I love with all the tenderness a son 
might bear for a father one of the oldest and dearest of 
duffers the good God ever made." And although William 
Bispham, to whom a letter about this friend was sent, 
observed Booth's injunction to preserve the anonymity of 
the recipient, it is perhaps now late enough to say it was 
almost certainly Anderson. 

1 Laurence Hutton: "Edwin Booth." Harper & Brothers, New York. 
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When Booth wrote, in 1881, to his friend Bispham, that 
other friend approached "now the time when the oil burn- 
eth low and the wick waxeth brief. He wants to setde in 
New York, his dear wife and he." And they had a small 
income, enough to run, perhaps, to a flat of four or five 
rooms. Would Bispham look about for such a home, and find 
out, too, what the cost of furnishing it would be, and the 
wages of a cook? "I want them near me, these antique 
babies," Booth added. A few days later, evidently in answer 
to a letter from Bispham, Edwin explained more fully, letting 
drop that it was he who would pay for the flat and provide 
the income, so that the antique babies might be relieved of all 
cares for the future. Bispham served him and respected his 
injunction to tell no one respected it until Booth had died. 

And Lawrence Barrett was accustomed to tell, to Booth's 
embarrassment, a story to the same point. Once, he said, he 
was walking in Philadelphia and the wreck of what had 
been a well-known actor staggered to bi'm T He wanted 
money. Barrett, who had little sympathy with the drunken, 
and many demands upon his purse, refused. The beggar 
hesitated a moment. "Well, will you cash a check ? " he asked. 
Barrett, naturally curious, asked to see it. The broken actor 
showed him. It was a check for fifty dollars, and signed by 
Edwin Booth. 

A dozen pages might be filled with similar anecdotes, 
and that without touching on the charities which Booth was 
able to keep hidden from his friends. Booth made, during 
his life, many thousands of dollars and never did his eye 
grow dim to the ducat. But there is no evidence that he ever 
regarded his wealth as more than a means to comfort for 
himself and those he loved, and those who asked. 
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TRIUMPH IN GERMANY 



GRADUALLY THE GOSSIP, IN THE PRESS AND OUT, DIED AWAY, AND 

Booth played without adventure during the winter which 
followed Mary's death. Now, more than ever, he had no 
other concern than his acting and he looked for a new world 
to conquer. This time it would be Germany, Shakspere's 
other home. He had already been invited there; very likely 
would have gone on from London, after a provincial tour in* 
England, if Mary's illness had not forced the return to 
America. The invitation still was open. 

He would have gone abroad early in the spring but for 
an illness which for a time threatened Edwina's life. It was 
summer before she had sufficiently recovered to sail with 
him. They went straight to London and Booth opened there 
at the Adelphi Theater for a brief summer engagement prior 
to his tour of the provinces. Once again, with his genius for 
mismanagement, he found himself in the wrong theater. 
Once again newspaper correspondents assured their Ameri- 
can readers that the playhouse of his choice was not one "in 
which an actor of Mr. Booth's distinction ought to be play- 
ing," Again they were forced to explain that he was in a 
house which "had been given over to melodrama and low 
forms of purely sensational nature." 
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But it did not matter to Booth so much on this occasion 
and, perhaps because it did not, it did not matter so much to 
the public, either. His fame still held from the Lyceum 
engagement and there were enough lovers o classic melo- 
drama who had missed him on his previous visits, or who 
wished to see him again, to insure a fair success. So he could 
write Anderson, with unwonted crispness, "Reception great, 
business English, papers kind, weather too good for the thea- 
ters, audiences fashionable and enthusiastic every night" 
Also, Edwina was getting on splendidly. 

Booth played into August, rested a month, and on Sep- 
tember ii began a provincial tour which took him to Leeds, 
Manchester, Hull, and elsewhere in England and across the 
channel to Dublin. His success was varied. Leeds had the 
grandest theater he had ever seen,*except the Paris opera- 
house. It was "superb and empty all the time." In Manches- 
ter, business was bad. The city was a "good one night stand." 
But Dublin was splendid for two weeks and he left with the 
business still on the increase. He was at it all the autumn, 
collecting minor bay leaves and some ducats. Then he spent 
the holidays in London and, after Christmas, crossed to the 
Continent, heading for Germany and the "German indorse- 
ment." He went first to Berlin. 

And there it seemed that he was again to have trouble in 
getting the right theater or in getting any theater, for that 
matter. He had expected to appear in the Victoria, but the 
manager of that theater had a success running and declined 
to withdraw it. Booth would have to wait. He waited, fum- 
ing. He was about to sign a contract binding him to wait 
indefinitely, if that were the pleasure of the manager, when 
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his German agent rushed to him with a happy smile. The 
"lady star" who was to have opened at the Residenz Theater 
was ill. The manager wanted Booth. The tragedian moved, 
for once, expeditiously and wisely. 

He visited the Residenz and was delighted. It was "a 
smaller, but more fashionable, house than the Victoria, which 
is a large and cheerless place." So he wrote Bispham. He 
appeared, acting in English, which was the only language he 
knew. The members of his supporting cast spoke in German. 
Such synthetic performances cause shudders to run down 
1932 spines, but fifty years ago they did not surprise. The 
Germans loved it, whether or not they understood it, as the 
English and Americans had loved Salvini, whom they quite 
certainly did not understand. 

But it was a task for Booth. "I have mentally to recite in 
English what the Germans are saying to make the speeches 
fit," he explained. He had, also, need to study a prompt- 
book a little, worn book, still extant. In it Hamlet's speeches 
(he was acting Hamlet again, and this time, at last, he was 
right) are pasted on blank sheets opposite the German text. 
It is confusing even to consider and it is doubtful whether 
from it Booth ever learned the German cues. Probably he 
spoke whenever the German stopped, hoping against hope 
that he was in the right place. Evidently he was in the right 
place, usually, since there was no open objection. 

Nothing could have been, indeed, farther from objec- 
tion. Booth was greeted by the German press with an out- 
pouring of adjectives fit to warm the heart of any actor. He 
was great, a genius; he was the foremost Hamlet of the 
world; it was possible that he was the greatest Hamlet of all 
, .'.284 



Edwin Booth 

time. He was Meisterl In his art there was "infinite charm, 
so simple, so noble, so free from all attempts at mere effect." 
Oscar Welten, writing in the "Tagliche Berliner Rund- 
schau," had never seen a Hamlet to compare with his, and 
Herr Welten had seen many Hamlets, as he proved by 
recitation. 

The public followed the lead of the press, and met to 
hochl His fellow-actors emotionally wept their enthusiasm 
and joined with representatives of the press in purchasing 
him a silver wreath. Doubtless royalty would have joined in 
to make the triumph complete, but the court was unfortu- 
nately in mourning for the death of the emperor's brother. 
But that was a tiny fly in an abundance of ointment 

He left Berlin, after a longer stay than he had at first 
contemplated, for Hamburg, and there the exciting cheers 
were repeated and, if possible, augmented. "The people and 
(I am told) the press seem wild over me," he wrote. The 
stage director, who had looked on Booth doubtfully at first, 
kissed his hand. "Meisterl Meisterl" said the stage-manager, 
and wept, "The actors and actresses weep and kiss galore," 
Booth wrote. "The audience last night formed a passage 
from the lobby to my carriage." He had thought himself sur- 
feited with applause. "But this personal enthusiasm from 
actors old and young is a new experience and still stimulated 
me strangely. I feel more like acting than I have felt fear 
years and I wish I could keep it up here in Germany for six 
months at least." 

He went on, laden with more silver trophies, to Hanover 
and Leipsic, where his triumphs were repeated, and then to 
Vienna, where the critics were at first a trifle dubious but 
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later open in their admiration. "My windup in Vienna was 
a triumph," he assured his friends, who were hearing of it 
through the newspapers in any case. He was urged to play on 
after his first engagement was ended and was urged, also, to 
play in Italy and France. He declined these offers, however, 
and on April 7 closed in Vienna "what I regard as the most 
important engagement of my life." He headed back toward 
the United States, then, stopping only for a few days in Paris 
and not playing. In June he and Edwina reached New York 
and went immediately to a house he had recently acquired 
near Newport. He called it Boothden. 

It was a house in which, for several summers to come, he 
was to spend happy and lazy hours. It was not large, but 
large enough, and comfortable. Some four miles from New- 
port, it was set in grounds which slanted down to the 
Seekonk River and from the porch Booth could see his boats 
bobbing at anchor. He had several boats, including a small 
yacht in which he sometimes floated down the river to the 
sea. But he did not often adventure. 

For the most part he lay in a hammock swung on the 
porch. It was contrived so that the occupant might draw up 
canvas sides, and even a canvas roof, to protect himself from 
hostile breezes. It was Booth's favorite retreat and there, with 
the sun lying warm on the porch floor, he would doze for 
hours. There would be pipes at hand; at the bottom of the 
slope the sun would glitter on the water. Sometimes he 
would read, often merely dream. No longer was there a 
sturdy little woman from the West to stir him to purposeless 
activity. Edwina was gentle with him and allowed him idle 
hours. Now and then, if he chanced to be boating after 
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dark, she would hang a lantern for him in a little light- 
house near the river; on the first floor chickens were kept 
The house in Newport provided Booth a refuge, as he 
entered his fifties and felt the first almost pleasant caress of 
that weariness which during the next ten years was to settle 
over him. To it he could hurry after his far-flung tours; in it 
he could forget trains and bad hotels, barn-like theaters and 
incompetent actors all the demands of his professional life. 
He could loaf while his dyspepsia vanished and his nerves 
relaxed. 

He was not always alone there. He had many friends, 
and now there was more time for them. Benedict could visit 
him, and Magonigle; Jefferson could stay a week or two 
and so could Bispham. Now and then he kept open house 
for a day or so, but usually he was more content if only two 
or three friends were with him. He could welcome Stedman 
and Charles E. Carryl and Jervis McEntee and they could 
stretch in chairs or hammocks and talk idly, and idly watch 
smoke drift away, blue in the air. Now and then, possibly, 
Booth quietly made a pun and Stedman or Magonigle gently 
smiled over this idiosyncrasy of a man well liked. 

Booth felt that the strenuous days were over. He had 
lived a full life; he had his full measure of fame; his purse 
was heavy again. Still he had one or two notions of things he 
might do; he was thinking vaguely of doing something for 
his fellow-actors. And he was glad to give what help he could 
he, a poor player to a "professor" who had come to him 
for aid. His old friend Horace H. Furness, indefatigable 
editor of Shakspere, asked his opinion now and again; and 
his opinions, expressed, became foot-notes in two volumes of 
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Furness's Variorum edition of Shakspere's plays. Those 
notes, which throw light on Booth's methods of playing, 
will be turned to on a later page. 

It did not seem that there would be any occasion for 
new and violent efforts. He would continue to play for a 
few years yet, surely. His powers were still far from decline. 
But his career had reached its climax in the German triumph 
and he suspected that acting would hereafter partake of 
anticlimax. He rather dreaded going on. The life of an actor 
was one of "wearisome drudgery and requires years of toil 
and disappointment to achieve a position worth having," 
Booth cautioned a physician who had written to say that he 
thought of abandoning medicine for the stage. "The art is 
the makeshift of every speculator," Booth added, thinking 
of managers he had met. 

But in the autumn of 1883, after a summer's rest at 
Newport, he went back to the drudgery, opening on Novem- 
ber 3 in Boston, and two weeks later he wrote Bisphatoa to 
say, with enthusiasm, that the engagement was splendid and 
that he had had lunch with a company which included 
his old friend Aldrich, Matthew Arnold, Charles Dudley 
Warner, Mark Twain, Oliver Wendell Holmes, and 
W. D. Howells. (And after lunch, probably, Aldrich pro- 
vided his friend the tragedian with a dose of Jamaica ginger; 
for the poet always kept a supply of that specific on hand 
against his Edwin's visits.) 

Booth played steadily that winter and the next, appar- 
ently not meeting Irving on the occasion of his first visit to 
the United States ignoring the matter altogether, so far as 

any record shows. Irving had been considered by the critics 
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and found not so good as Booth, which evened that count 
and decided nothing. Irving was popular, making a great 
appeal as a curiosity, an appeal which, as is evident in his 
letter to Booth, he knew well how to capitalize. But he did 
not gain favor at the expense of his American rival, whose 
place in the hearts of his countrymen, a place secured by art 
and clinched by sympathy, was not one easily to be super- 
seded. 

Yet William Winter dates from the first appearance of 

the English actor the beginning of Booth's decline* Then, 

thinks the "Tribune's" one-time critic, the star of America's 

great tragedian had "passed its meridian and was beginning 

to descend." Indisputably that was, in a sense, true. At the 

close of his triumphant German tour Booth stood at the 

highest point of his fame, as he had somewhat earlier stood 

at the highest point of his artthose points being rarely 

superimposed in the life of any man and never, one suspects s 

in the career of any actor. And it is true that in 1883, although 

Edwin was only fifty, some reviewers had already begun to 

"go for his antiquity," the phrase being the player's own. 

But on a summer afternoon the hottest hour comes long 
after the sun has begun to slide down the westward slope. 
Perhaps at four or five o'clock of such an evening the sun is 
not at its greatest glory, but it is certainly very difficult to 
ignore. And although Booth was already a good way post 
meridian in 1883, he was yet to have a persisting, even 
cumulative, effect upon his audiences for some years to come. 
And he did not, in 1883 or 1884 or 1885, lessen his efforts, 
whatever he thought of the drudgery of his life. He went on 
doggedly, riding bad trains, stopping at bad hotels. 
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It was as late as the spring of 1885 that he discovered and 
informed his daughter of "the worst hotel this side of the 
Rocky Mountains," adding that after the night he under- 
stood why there were no carpets in the place. "They had 
crawled away," he reported, with indomitable spirit. He 
had enjoyed these delights in the State of Massachusetts, 
at the city of Haverhill, very close to his loved Boston. 

He went on to Boston later and bought another house, 
this time at 29 Chestnut Street. He and his daughter occu- 
pied it for only a short time, as it was extremely gloomy; but 
there, on May 16, 1885, Edwina was married to Ignatius R. 
Grossman, a stock-broker from Hungary, who had taught 
languages in a New England college before turning to a 
more remunerative activity. He was the brother of a young 
actor who had been in the United States some years before 
and had played with Booth at Philadelphia. This brother did 
not remain long, fleeing precipitately back to Europe after 
his struggles with English had led him, on one evening, to 
announce the appearance of a relieving regiment with a 
shout which brought down the house. "Here comes the 
forty-one-ers," he yelled. He returned to Europe, where he 
was popular on the German stage. It was indirectly through 
him that Ignatius and Edwina met. 

Booth's mother died the next autumn, but her death had 
been long expected and the blow was lessened. She died 
happy, at any rate, in Edwin, although her later years had 
been darkened by the crime and fate of her youngest son. 

After a short period of mourning, Edwin returned to the 
road and played on tour until spring, when he returned to 
Boston to act with Tommaso Salvini. From Boston the two 
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went on to New York to appear at the Academy of Music 
Their most successful merging of talents occurred in 
"Othello," with Booth as lago and Salvini, somewhat quieted 
by the protests of his Desdemona, as Othello. The company 
this time was English-speaking. They also played "Hamlet," 
with Salvini appearing briefly as the Ghost. 

There were twelve performances, altogether; and Sal- 
vini in his autobiography describes them as splendid beyond 
words: "I cannot find epithets to characterize those perform- 
ances. The word extraordinary is not enough, nor is splen- 
did. I will call them unique." They were, then, unique. They 
brought in $43,500. "In Italy such receipts would be some- 
thing phenomenal; in America they were very satisfactory." 

But in one respect, although Salvini was gentleman 
enough not to stress it unduly, the performances were any- 
thing but satisfactory. They gave rise to a scandal which 
might have hurt Booth sorely in the public esteem if he had 
not reached a popularity so enormous and a place so unchal- 
lenged that even a glimpse of clay feet did little but endear. 
On the evening of April 28, while playing lago, Booth col- 
lapsed. He fell flat on the stage. There was no doubt about it 
and few had any doubt of the cause. The "Evening Post" 
was the most frank. With that engaging savagery so charac- 
teristic of the newspapers of the last century, the "Post" did 
not mince words. It reported: 

The stage of the Academy of Music last evening presented 
a painful and humiliating scenes-die actor who took the part 
of lago appearing in a state of intoxication. In the most excit- 
ing part of the play, lago fell among the footlights and was 
pulled out by Othello. An audible groan went through the 
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house. Strange to say, a considerable number of the audience 
seemed to relish this kind of dramatic entertainment, for they 
applauded lago vociferously and called him out twice in spite 
of the hisses of some and the silent departure of others. The 
hired claque of a French theater never did anything more un- 
timely. It is to be hoped that such exhibitions as that of last 
night are not to be encouraged by the forbearance of the public. 
It should be added that the greatness of Salvini was never 
exhibited to better advantage than in the trying scene of last 
evening. 

These were harsh words, and Booth writhed under 
them. He explained that he was not drunk, but ill. For two 
days, he said, his old enemy, dyspepsia, had made it impossi- 
ble for him to eat. He had sought solace in his pipe and had 
smoked heavily. He had felt ill when he went on the stage; 
at the moment referred to he had been suddenly taken with 
vertigo and had fainted. He pointed out that, again on his 
feet and revived, he had been able to continue until the end 
of the play and suggested, reasonably enough, one would 
think, that no such quick or complete recovery would be 
possible to a man in a state of intoxication. His friends 
rallied to him, repeating their frequent assertions that since 
the death of his first wife Booth had not drunk enough of 
spirits to intoxicate one man at a sitting. 

Knowing of Booth's long struggle against the indiges- 
tion which often made his life burdensome, it is easier for 
us, looking back, to accept his explanation. The "Post" had 
on its side tradition and Booth's early history. If an actor, 
even in the eighties, collapsed on the stage, it was naturally 
assumed he was drunk, although the tolerance which had 
once accompanied this assumption was missing. There had 
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been a day when the plunk of actors hitting the stage uncon- 
scious was almost part of the entertainments given in the 
Bowery, and not only in the Bowery. But these were politer 
days. 

The scandal, however, blew over quickly. Perhaps it 
confirmed the belief of those who saw the tragedian near the 
end of his career; certainly, from then on, newspaper com- 
ments upon his supposed decline were more frequent. It was 
after his collapse that spring, for example, that the "Chron- 
icle" was moved to publish an article which read singularly 
like a review of the life of a great actor already in retirement. 
The writer reviewed Booth's past triumphs in detail. He 
described the failure of the theater. "Since then,*' he went on, 
"Booth has apparently had little ambition." He had visited 
England, played with Irving, triumphed on the Continent. 

He dreams and mopes and his mind preys on itself. His 
health is delicate. When not playing he will sit all day and half 
the night, smoking, reading. ... He has helped most of the 
members of his family constantly; he never recovered from the 
loss of his first wife. ... It is thought he will not play another 
season, so weary, ill and despondent is he. His spiritual ailments 
are inertia and brooding. 

And he read late at night. 

The writer continued in this strain for some paragraphs, 
pausing to estimate Booth's fortune at two hundred thousand 
dollars, and ending, not very consistently, with the state- 
ment that he was still genial and delightful as a companion, 
although his friends had to seek him out. 

So the "Chronicle" wept for Booth, as did others. But 
they might have saved their tears. 



XIX 

EDWIN BOOTH AND 
LAWRENCE BARRETT 



THERE WAS A PLEASANT COLONY IN THOSE YEARS AT COHASSET, 

on the Cape Cod peninsula, Joseph Jefferson and Lawrence 
Barrett had homes there, as did L. Clark Davis, editor of the 
Philadelphia "Ledger" and father of a promising youth 
named Richard Harding Davis, Richard Watson Gilder, 
editor of the "Century Magazine," spent much time there; 
sometimes Grover Cleveland visited Jefferson and fished the 
lakes near by. Now and then Booth visited Jefferson or 
Barrett, Both had long been his friends Barrett since the 
days of Edwin's first appearance in New York. 

In the intervening years, Barrett had attained fame as 
a tragedian only less than, Booth's own. For two decades he 
had been starring in his own right, frequently managing his 
own companies. Booth had more or less given him his start 
with the invitation which, in 1863, brought Barrett. from 
Philadelphia to support his friend at the Winter Garden and 
to win, enthusiastic applause as Cassius to find himself, 
indeed, after a long engagement of "Julius Caesar" the player 
best remembered and most highly praised. And afterward 
Barrett had gone to England to try his luck, and had found 
it not much better than Booth's had been in 1860. 
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Their paths had been separate for some years, but had 
often crossed and now and then they had played together. 
Booth admired in Barrett a clarity o mind, a confidence in 
dealing with the details of the world, which he knew him- 
self to lack; Barrett had for Booth the admiration which the 
talented man of logical mind, the rationalist who secures his 
effects by reasonable and clearly understood means, inevi- 
tably feels for those who are touched with unpredictable 
genius. Barrett was not precisely a plodder, but he did not 
think himself inspired. But in Booth, sometimes, a fire 
was lighted. 

One of Booth's visits to Cohasset was in the summer of 
1886, and then he went fishing with Barrett and the rest 
or sat in the boat smoking while the others fished. It must 
have been some evening after such a day in the sun, when 
Barrett and Booth sat half drowsy and smoked their pipes, 
that Barrett, who was not really half so drowsy as he seemed, 
made a suggestion. And Booth must have sucked his pipe 
and listened reflectively, not half so sunk in dreams as he had 
been a moment before. 

Then Barrett suggested that they tour together, while 
their strength and skill were undiminished, and give the 
country some seasons of Shakspere the country would not 
soon forget. He, Barrett, would get together a company 
which would be strong enough for its stars, and so for a time 
those who complained daily that Booth's supporting com- 
panies were unendurable would be silenced. Barrett would, 
moreover, take from Booth's shoulders all details of manage- 
ment. He would arrange the booking, plan the tours, pro- 
vide, during the first season, a company manager. Booth 
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would have only to star and accept his share of the pro- 
ceeds. 

For the season of 1886-87, Barrett was already promised, 
but if Booth were willing, the new arrangement would begin 
that season, regardless. Barrett would provide everything he 
had engaged to provide, except himself. Booth would tour 
alone with the company, which they would select together. 
During the season of 1887-88 and thereafter Barrett would 
join forces with him, the best actors would be retained from 
the two companies, and Barrett would play in his friend's 
support would play Horatio, and Othello, assuming Booth 
preferred lago, and the Chevalier de Mauprat to Booth's 
Richelieu, and Cassius. 

Booth, who knew his supporting casts had been bad and 
had regretted it, if not to the point of action; who was skep- 
tical of the honesty and good faith, to say nothing of the 
intelligence, of the average commercial manager; who found 
himself grown far too indolent to think of managing him- 
self Booth consented. They would make a good team, both 
thought. 

It was under Barrett's management, and with a com- 
pany selected and rehearsed by Barrett, then, that Booth 
began his next season, opening in Buffalo on September 13. 
The company was better; and, in the long months which 
followed, the company and Booth himself seem to have 
entered into trouping with a new and lighter spirit. So, at 
least, one would assume from the charming, sentimental 
pages of a recent book by Katherine Goodale, who was then 
Kitty Molony and a member of the company, and who has 
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written agreeably enough about what was to her zi long 
party. 1 

That tour o 1886-87 was so characteristic in its 
scope of the tours which followed it, and so characteristic, for 
that matter, of the yearly task undertaken forty-odd years 
ago by the traveling star, that it may be interesting to follow 
it in some detail. It began on September 13 and did not end 
until April 30, if it ended then. From Buffalo the company 
worked its way westward, playing one- and two-night stands 
in tiny towns and larger towns and now and then in cities, 
through Ohio and Michigan and Illinois; and then went on 
still farther to St. Paul, for three performances. From 
St. Paul it traveled to Chicago and a two weeks' stop. Then it 
turned east again, visiting St. Louis, Cleveland, and towns 
with the opera-house on one side of the square, and pausing 
nowhere for more than a day or two until it reached New 
York on November i. 

New York and Brooklyn then occupied Booth and his 
company for almost a month before they went back to the 
life of train and hotel, touring first into New England, with 
a longish stay at Boston and shorter ones at such cities as 
Providence and Hartford and Bridgeport. Finished there, 
they struck off again across upper New York State and 
before Christmas had cut southward once more, to pause 
but not to play in New York. With the New Year they were 
away again for Philadelphia and Baltimore and Pittsburgh 
and Cincinnati; and, as February came, they were working 

i Katherine Goodale: "Behind the Scenes with Edwin Booth." Hough- 
ton Mifflin, Boston, 1931. 
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slowly all one-night stands then through Texas. Late that 
month they reached California and played that State from 
one end to the other. And then were they done? 

Do not think they had finished then. Then they were 
ready to work their way back through the mountains, stop- 
ping everywhere a theater beckoned; playing in Denver for 
their longest stop; visiting Salt Lake City; finally reaching 
Kansas City, to bring their tour to a formal end on April 30. 
And then were they done? Mrs. Goodale says not. Then "at 
once began a supplementary season of six weeks. So we 
wended our way East, stopping overnight in New York that 
Mr. Booth might contribute an act of Hamlet for the 
matinee benefit for Mr. Couldock at Wallack's Theater." 
They cut the repertory to two plays, "Hamlet" and "Riche- 
lieu," during those six weeks. 

It was exhausting but successful, tediously successful. 
In San Francisco, Booth broke the tedium by visiting two 
Chinese theaters and finding both boring; in Texas he was 
amazed at the "embryo cities of wealth and beauty" and at 
the audiences, "very cultured and in full dress." Everywhere 
they went the audience pleaded for Hamlet, "in spite of 
my antique appearance as the youthful prince." (But 
Mrs. Goodale writes that she finally, in San Francisco, per- 
suaded Booth to wear a black wig over his graying hair, and 
had a hard time doing it.) From Denver Booth took the 
company for a tour through the Garden of the Gods. He 
wrote to Bispham: 

By giving the boys and the girls a treat now and then I 
have succeeded in making them all miserable in contemplating 
the end of what to them has been a perfect season and, indeed 
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(if it were not for acting every night), I should like to continue 
the tour indefinitely. It has been very jolly. 

So perhaps it was a picnic, after all, as it seemed to young 
Kitty Molony. It was a jolly tour, and one thing of impor- 
tance may have grown out of it. During it, according to 
Mrs. Goodale who writes with the full realization that her 
account differs from the generally accepted ones Booth first 
made mention of his plan to form an actors' dub. They were^ 
she says, crossing the Rockies on their way East and Booth 
invited all the men to meet him in his private car. The 
charming Kitty (she and two other girls had, she says, been 
called "the chickens" by the tragedian throughout and given 
special privileges), the charming Kitty got in and stayed in. 
So she heard Booth outline, roughly, plans for an actors' 
club which should be unlike any other actors' dub, and saw 
Magonigle and the rest listen with interest and nod assent. 

According to Mrs. Goodale, Booth explained: 

We do not mingle enough with minds that influence the 
world. We should measure ourselves through personal contact 
with outsiders. I do not want my dub to be a gathering place 
for freaks who come to look upon another sort of freak. I want 
real men who will be able to realize what real men actors are. 
I want my dub to be a place where actors are away from the 
glamour of the theater. 

The often repeated story of the idea of the dub places 
its incipiency the following summer. But the ideal, whenever 
it was first expressed in words, is the ideal above indicated. 
For now Booth's new ambition was building itself in his 
mind. Now he was ready, although he did not so intend, to 
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build that monument to his fame which his theater had 
failed to be; the monument which still exists and flourishes 
and once each year is the scene of a toast to his memory. The 
club Booth was thinking of and talking of was to be The 
Players. 

According to the accounts of Winter, Hutton, and 
Brander Matthews, among others, the club which now occu- 
pies its original building in Gramercy Park, New York City, 
was conceived at sea in the summer of 1887, at the end of 
the tour described above and before the first Booth-Barrett 
season. In July of that year Benedict put his yacht Oneida at 
the disposal of Booth and sailed with him from Greenwich, 
Connecticut, Bispham being of the party. As they sailed 
along the New England coast they picked up Barrett, 
Aldrich, and Hutton. They sat in deck chairs, smoked, and 
planned a club. No formal organization was decided upon, 
although plans were roughly reduced to writing. Then, or 
shortly after, Aldrich suggested the club be called "The 
Players." 

Nothing more was done that summer and Booth and 
Barrett carried the plans with them as they took to the road 
again, this time together, in the autumn. They began at 
Buffalo on September 12. They played until May 14 and 
their itinerary, which it would be monotonous to follow, 
included most of the towns and cities Booth had visited the 
year before; nor was the order of the visiting different, except 
in detail: first westward to Chicago; then eastward to 
New York; then through the South to California, and back 
across the Rockies to Omaha and St. Joseph, Missouri, and 
Topeka; and then across the Mississippi Valley and into 
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New York State, to end at Wffliamsburg. And always they 
were prodigiously successful. 

It is difficult, now, with the "road" dead, with the chil- 
dren of the theatergoers of the i88o's arxd their grandchildren 
weaned from the theater by the automobile and the talking 
pictures and devoting themselves to bridge and dancing and 
road-houses and healthy love-making out of doors it is 
difficult to visualize the enthusiasm with which Booth and 
Barrett were everywhere greeted. It is hard now to realize 
that any star of the stage could create a furor by his mere 
passing; that the country people would flock to the rail lines 
merely that they might see Sit past the train which carried 
Edwin Booth and Lawrence Barrett. It is almost impossible 
to understand that then, when they stopped in some city like 
Des Moines, theater-lovers came in from all the rural 
communities about and crowded the hotels and paid will- 
ingly, if not with enthusiasm, the high prices asked five 
dollars for the orchestra seats, generally, and other prices 
proportionate. And the money rolled in; Booth's financial 
success of the year before, although he had once averaged 
seven thousand dollars a week, dear, for seven weeks, was 
eclipsed. It was a most spectacular triumph. 

Naturally, it did not proceed without some hostile 
criticism. There were many objections that the company was 
no better than the admittedly bad companies which had sup- 
ported Booth in other years; there were many charges that, 
in the engagements in less important cities, Booth walked 
through his part with no external evidences of being in the 
least interested. 

Certainly, in such a circus tour, neither stars nor com- 
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pany could keep up the highest standards. Edwin Milton 
Royle was a member of the cast and he has suggested, a little 
acidly, that an applicant for membership in the company 
when it was being formed had found "the essential thing 
with the management was that he should provide a hand- 
some wardrobe for a large repertoire." 2 Royle reports that on 
a salary of thirty dollars a week he himself was called upon 
to provide costumes costing between seven, and eight hun- 
dred dollars. And he adds: 

The Booth-Barrett tour in the South degenerated into a 
money grabbing device. Much of the time we played twice a 
day like a traveling vaudeville show, and we were exploited 
like a circus and played to advanced prices to which the specu- 
lators added an additional iniquity. To travel and give two 
performances a day is quite beyond the powers of any combi- 
nation. 

One might imagine so, indeed. Yet the public seems to 
have had few complaints, for it supported the Shaksperian 
evangelists not only that year but the next as well. The tour 
was a great theatrical event to the public, whatever it may 
have failed to be to Mr. Royle. And even now, perhaps, those 
who still are loyal to the theater might be glad to be assured 
as much as was given then for five dollars a seat. 

Nym Crinkle, the ever lively critic, ha4 his own ideas of 
the combination, and expressed them in an article entitled 
"Mr. Booth and Mr. Barrett," which appeared in "Once a 
Week." Of the two actors, in association, he wrote thus: 

2 Edwin Milton Royle: "Edwin Booth as I Knew Him." "Harper's 
Magazine," May, 1916. 
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My friend Mr. Ticknor o Boston has pithily characterized 
the association of Edwin Booth and Lawrence Barrett as a part- 
nership of the erratic ease of genius with the formalism of 
industrious talent. I suppose this is true. Almost every observer 
of the pair has wished for the power to shake them up together 
and redistribute their qualities. What an illustrious, dominant, 
compelling man Ned Booth could be if he had some of Barrett's 
indomitable will and enthusiasm. What a superb actor 
Mr. Barrett would be if he only had a litde of Booth's declama- 
tory balance, music and repose. What a splendid work Booth 
could do for the American stage if he had Barrett's ambition 
and energy. But he hasn't. He is apparently an indolent and 
somewhat soured genius. He doesn't believe that he was ever 
called upon to create a part, out and out. The best he can do is 
to show his inheritance and repeat the traditions. . . . 

Mr. Booth has the divine faculty, as the French call it I 
don't think he knows how he does anything. I don't think he 
would do it with the same facility if he did. I don't believe that 
an anatomical knowledge of all his tendons and muscles and 
nerves would make Mr. Sullivan hit any harder. But 111 tell 
you what it would do. It would enable Mr. Sullivan to do some- 
thing else than hit. 

There is not any sensationalism about the Booth and 
Barrett series. They appeal to the conservative community and 
I suppose you know that the conservative is always the largest 
and solidest part of the community. It isn't heard of so often 
as the Drydock Gang. It doesn't do anything to command 
newspaper notoriety and headlines but it swings a quietly 
majestic force all the same. It can go to see Booth and Barrett 
safely, and take its daughters. It has the plea of classic litera- 
ture and the authority of dramatic art. It will not be offended, 
or shocked or abashed. If Mr. Booth is not in his best condition 
it will still be interested; if he is, it will be delighted. It will 
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come away in either case with the conviction that Mr. Booth 
can act when he wants to and that Mr. Barrett always wants to. 

This is fair enough, notwithstanding certain errors and 
certain oversights; notwithstanding Mr. Crinkle's failure to 
suggest what he would have liked John L. Sullivan to do 
besides hit. It represented the opinion of a cultivated minor- 
ity, without animus; it described, accurately enough, the 
classes of society appealed to in 1887 and 1888 by Mr. Booth 
and Mr. Barrett. 

In all the larger cities they visited, this conservative 
element was particularly appealed to by astute managers, 
and this in an age in which satin programs were generally 
considered the height of elegance. There were, for example,, 
satin programs in Kansas City late in October of that season 
and an appeal was made to the choicer spirits of the corns 
munity. 

But the conservative element was for once shocked to 
the marrow, with its conservative daughters. It was the fault 
of one Warder, ambitious builder of Warder's Grand Opera 
House, a commodious theater later known to residents of 
the city as the Auditorium. That autumn it was to be com- 
pleted, and all summer Warder planned how it was to be 
opened, with satin programs, by Booth and Barrett. Nothing 
else could give to it quite the tone sought by its owner. 

During the autumn, as the construction work was 
delayed and again delayed, Mr. Warder's plan came to hang 
on the outcome of one of those dramas of convergence always 
so popular with the writers of melodrama. The spirit of the 
drama lay in the clutches of dilatory bricklayers, while from 
afar could be heard the galloping of the Booth-Barrett com- 
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pany, coming to the rescue. It was nip and tuck, but for once 
the villain triumphed. The Shaksperian rescuers galloped 
into town on October 24. Then the satin programs were 
printed, the newspapers carried enthusiastic announcements. 
But the theater had no roof. 

Warder had sworn that his house should be opened as 
planned, come what might. When its first curtain rose, 
Edwin Booth and Lawrence Barrett should, must, stand 
revealed. A newspaper correspondent of the time writes with 
understandable glee: 

But when they arrived on Monday, October 24, 1887, the 
theater had never been dosed four walls were standing but 
there was no roof. Warder had sold hundreds of seats and had 
satin programs printed, but there were no chairs in the house. 
The interior was full of scaffolding. There was no effort made 
to open on Monday, all that day and night and all the next day 
men worked furiously, doing little. On Tuesday, a very cold 
night, they were still working. The scaffolding in the building 
began to come down at 8:30 and at 9 o'clock undertakers 3 chairs 
were hurried in. Meanwhfle, the streets all about were filled 
with carriages and eager theatergoers who had been assured 
that all would be in readiness. The play was Julius Caesar, the 
costumes for which were anything but appropriate to the chilly 
stage, swept by the breezes from above. It was fortunately a 
dear night and the stars shone down, plainly visible from the 
stage and to most of those in the orchestra, if they lifted their 
heads. The audience crowded in, looked around and most of 
them crowded out again. 

The matinee the next day was, according to Booth's 
own amused comment, played to "about sixteen cold boys 
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and girls." ("Julius Caesar" was played for the matinee, 
according to custom, the opening performance having been 
"Othello"; the correspondent had erred.) That evening, 
after stoves had been set up and a tarpaulin stretched over 
the top, fully two hundred persons shivered through 
"Hamlet." 

This memorable performance gave Booth the material 
for several letters to his friends. One of his letters to Bispham 
at this time, however, had a more serious subject. He 
announced that he had decided to continue another season 
with Barrett and added that Barrett was urging him to join 
in. the purchase and management of a theater. He was of 
two minds about it. "I do not think I shall take any financial 
risks in another such venture," he wrote, being a burned 
child. "It seems, however, that I ought to make an effort 
before I quit to establish some abiding place for my profes- 
sion where the legitimate may find a home." 

The old bee was buzzing; the old dream stirring. 
Bispham took one Jiorrified look at the letter and wrote 
instantly, anxiously, urging him to consider no such pro- 
posal. Perhaps Booth was only playing with the idea; perhaps 
Bispham's letter added needed weight to the balances and 
swung them against the plan. At any rate, when he wrote 
next, it was to assure his friend that he had "no intention to 
risk my health or wealth in management again." Bispham 
heaved a sigh of relief. That was in February. By then the 
new bee was buzzing so loudly as to drown out the old. By 
then The Players was, in all but its home, an actuality. 

On January 7, 1888 the last night of the Booth-Barrett 
engagement in New York the club was incorporated by 
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Booth, Barrett, Bispham, Samuel Clemens, Augustin and 
Joseph Daly, John Drew, Joseph Jefferson, John A. Lane, 
James Lewis, Brander Matthews, Stephen H. Olin, 
A. M. Palmer, and General William Tecumseh Sherman* 
Officers were elected after the tour had been resumed. 
Booth was chosen president; Augustin Daly, vice-presi- 
dent; Hutton, secretary; Bispham, treasurer; and the di- 
rectors, in addition to the officers, were Palmer, Henry 
Edwards, Jefferson, and Joseph Daly, Booth thought, and 
told Bispham, that a man more competent in everyday 
affairs should have been chosen president, although he 
admitted he had expected the honor. "I am so easily bored 
and confused even by business immediately connected with 
my profession/' he wrote, explaining his attitude. 

During the rest o the winter Bispham, whose fears were 
not easily allayed, wrote and wrote, arguing against a new 
theater, until Booth heartily wished he had never brought 
the matter up. Finally, from San Francisco, he wrote that he 
was "after something else" and besought Bispham's aid-_ 
"I can tell you now," he said, "that from the first I've had a 
wish to make a donation of a suitable house (on certain con- 
ditions, of course) and with such a start there is no reason 
why the Players can't spread their sails." 

This seems to have been Booth's first definite announce- 
ment that it was his plan to endow, as well as organize, The 
Players. He asked Bispham to look around for a suitable 
building and to tell no one what was in the air. Booth sug- 
gested that the house should be at least forty, better fifty, 
feet in width a building rather like that of the Century 
Club in Fifteenth Street, of which he had thought. But he 
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had decided that that club-house might better be utilized, 
kter, for an "Actors' Fund House," a charitable endowment, 
He was contemplating that, also. 

He thought the cost of the house for The Players might 
run to seventy-five or eighty thousand dollars and that of the 
other around fifty thousand; tentatively he estimated his 
outlay for the two at not over a hundred and fifty thousand. 
But that proved optimistic as Bispham investigated, and 
Booth reported a few weeks later that he was willing to spend 
the entire sum on The Players, letting the other project go 
over until some future time. The other, incidentally, 
remained a dream unfulfilled until the end of Booth's life. 
Bispham, with the limit thus raised, continued his search 
and found a four-story dwelling at 16 Gramercy Park 
which seemed to him to answer every purpose. He wrote 
Booth, describing his find; and, on April 17, Booth tele- 
graphed him from St. Joseph, Missouri, approving the 
choice and authorizing him to close with the owners. 
Bispham did so and Booth, when he returned to New York 
at the end of the tour and saw the house, was pleased. 
Stanford White was called in to take charge of alterations 
and the work was started almost at once. Booth began to 
arrange his books and pictures for removal to the club-house, 
but on May 21 he found time to appear at the Metropolitan 
Opera House in an "all-star" benefit performance of "Ham- 
let" for Lester Wallack. Poor Wallack was aging and ill and 
penniless. 

It was a prodigious benefit, in its fashion historic. Booth, 
of course, was the Hamlet. Barrett played the Ghost and 
Frank Mayo the King. John Gilbert was the Polonius, and 
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the first and second grave-diggers were respectively Joseph 
Jefferson and W. J. Florence. If the dreary punning o 
those two hallowed bores was ever comical it must have 
been so on that occasion. Helena Modjeska was the Ophelia; 
Gertrude Kellogg the Queen, and Rose Coghlan enacted the 
r61e of the Player Queen. The others in the cast, down to the 
last Rosenkrantz and Guildenstern, were proportionately 
notable and the net outcome was, naturally enough, an 
arrestingly bad performance of "Hamlet." No play, not even 
"Hamlet," could overcome the glitter of so many bright and 
detached stars. But the audience was large and paid well, so 
that poor Wallack lived at his ease until he died, early the 
next September. 

Booth that summer could snatch only a few weeks out 
of New York to visit his daughter and her husband, and his 
small grandson, at Narragansett Pier. There was much to do 
about The Players, where the rehabilitation of the old house 
for its new tenants went on. Long before the club-house was 
ready, Booth and Barrett took to the road again, leaving it to 
the clever, over-ornamenting hands of Stanford White. The 
aspect of the building began to change. The staid inhabi- 
tants of the staid houses around one of New York's two or 
three private parks looked on with distant disapproval. A 
club-house! A club-house for actorsl Was it to this Gra- 
mercy Park had come? 

But that first, natural fear was speedily allayed as the 
neighbors learned the names of those who were members of 
the club. These were not really actors, in the common sense. 
These were gentlemen of the stage, and mixed with them 
were many gentlemen not of the stage. It was not, evidently, 
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going to be at all common. Booth sensed the changing view 
and nodded to himself. That was precisely what he wished. 
His actors were not to be freaks, to be stared at by other 
freaks. This was to be no bohemia for loose livers, but a 
meeting-place of gentlemen. 

"The Players is already popular with the very best sort 
of folk," Booth wrote his daughter that November. Always 
eager for the "very best sort of folk" was Booth; always a 
little surprised, deep in himself, to discover that he was one 
of them. Never did he dream, one imagines, that there was in 
him some fugitive spark which was worth all their respect- 
ability. Never for one moment did there occur to him that 
fleeting, impish suspicion that the "professors" after whom 
he would have liked to model himself were very ordinary 
men. He crowned them in his mind and was modestly grati- 
fied that they were pleased with him and with his club. They 
smiled approvingly, and what could a poor player ask more? 
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XX __ 

THE PLAYERS AND AFTER 



THE CLUB-HOUSE IN GRAMERCY PARK WAS FORMALLY OPENED AS 

midnight marked the passage of the year 1888 and the city's 
bells saluted the new year. The members of the club gathered 
around the fireplace, in which a great log lay and Junius 
Brutus Booth in portrait looked down on the scene, past his 
broken nose, from the commanding wall. The son of Juniu% 
gray and tired, but now buoyed up by excitement slender 
still and lithestood in the center of the company. Briefly, 
before the bells sounded, he spoke, conveying die house 
to the Players. Briefly Augustin Daly, as vice-president, 
answered. The deed passed between them. There was a 
moment's pause and the bells sounded. 

"Now," said Edwin, his voice low, "let us fire the yule 
log, sent from Boston by my daughter, with the request that 
it be burnt as her offering of love, peace and good will to the 
Players, While it burns, let us drink from this loving cup, 
bequeathed by William Warren to our no less valued Jeffer- 
son and by him presented to us from this cup and this 
souvenir of long ago, my father's flagon, let us now, beneath 
his portrait and on the anniversary of this occupation, drink 
to the Players, perpetual prosperity." He drank and passed 
the cup. The Players drank. The fire licked around the log. 
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He had learned his little speech, had Booth; written it 
and conned it carefully. Yet as he neared the end of its care- 
ful periods his voice broke and for a moment he halted. 
Everything went well but that, he told his daughter in a 
letter the next day. Still, he felt, it had passed off well. "I can- 
not describe the universal joy which pervaded all hearts 
present, the sympathy expressed, the entire success of every- 
thing," he wrote Edwina, who must have thought with 
tenderness of the graying man whose voice had broken when 
he was with his friends. "White, the architect, went into 
ecstasies at the success of everything, and exclaimed, 'Even 
the log burned without smoking!' which we had feared it 
would not do in the new chimney." And all the exclusive 
neighborhood was pleased, not at all offended. 

He was excited still and happy when he wrote Edwina. 
The party had lasted most of the night. It had been a lively, 
friendly night, giving warmth and reality to the formal hope 
expressed in the papers of incorporation that it would pro- 
mote "social intercourse," that frigid name for so warm a 
thing. It was to promote social intercourse "between the rep- 
resentative members of the dramatic profession and of the 
kindred professions of literature, painting, sculpture and 
music, and the patrons of the arts." It was to result in "the 
creation of a library relating especially to the history of the 
American stage and the preservation of pictures, bills of the 
play, photographs and curiosities." 

In words not so formal Booth wrote to McEntee. The 
club was "for the ultimate benefit of actors." It would, Booth 
hoped 
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be a beacon to incite emulation in the "poor player" to lift 
himself up to a higher social grade than the Bohemian level 
that so many worthy members of my profession grovel in from 
sheer lack of incentive to go up higher. In time it will have a 
better effect on the morale of the actor than can possibly be 
produced by all the benevolent "funds'* and "homes" that have 
been or may be provided for ' 



If Booth seems snobbish, many things must be remem- 
beredhis own irregular birth and isolated childhood, his 
limited education. These things he had conquered, and he 
was proud of it. And he had conquered, too, the prejudice 
which still existed, socially, against actors; a prejudice which 
was fading but not gone in 1889. Booth had overcome much 
and, when he had done so, he wished to aid other actors to 
follow in what seemed to him. the proper paths. 

He had chosen for his friends, his closest friends, only 
a few leading players. For the most part his intimates came 
from outside his profession: they were poets like Stedman 
and Stoddard; financial leaders like Benedict and John B. 
Murray; writers such as Brander Matthews and Aldrich; 
some critics who, like William Winter, were accepted also 
as men of literature. He believed that from these associations 
he had gained much, had widened his understanding, broad- 
ened his life. Doubdess he was right. The life he led seemed 
to him, in such aspects, ideal; he looked forward to a day 
when it might be a life characteristic of the player. 

Booth's ideal, with which it would be difficult to quarrel, 
although the clannish spirit is by no means limited to actors, 
found expression in the membership of the club. It still finds 
expression there. Those direcdy connected with the stage 
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predominated at the beginning, and probably still predomi- 
nate; a majority of the board o directors must be made up 
of actors or managers. But its membership is heterogeneous. 
Even in 1891, Brander Matthews had heard one wit assert 
that one could divide The Players into four sections: the 
players, proper, including actors, managers, and playwrights; 
the artists; people who lived near Gramercy Park; and mil- 
lionaires. But that was what Booth wanted, roughly. 

It remains as he planned, although it has in recent years 
taken on a more public function than is discharged by the 
average club. Its leading members now look upon the dub 
as a custodian of theatrical memories as well as a pleasant 
meeting-place. Booth's library, largely of Shakspere, and his 
pictures formed the nucleus of a collection which is coii- 
stantly growing. In the library of The Players the history of 
the stage to-day is being conserved in thousands of news- 
paper clippings, in long rows of a magazine called "Cast" 
which catalogues, week by week, the plays in New York. 
Hundreds of theatrical relics costumes, properties, and the 
like which passed in other years through the hands of great 
actors are preserved and the collection of such mementos is 
constantly augmented. To an outsider entering for the first 
time it has very much the look of a museum. 

This new function does not, however, seem to have 
interfered with the old. It is still a meeting-place for the 
players and their friends; still reading-room and library and 
restaurant and billiard-room are crowded. It is much as it 
was when Booth left it for the last time. 

Booth lived there, when in New York, from the day of 
its opening until that of his death. He reserved the third 
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floor for the use of himself and Barrett; he himself occupied 
a pleasant room looking out over the square. From it to-day 
one may see the statue of Booth in the center of the square; 
glancing around it, one may see the portrait of Mary Devlin 
which Booth carried with him, after her death, wherever he 
went, and the portraits of his father and mother and of 
Wilkes. Mary looks out from her picture serenely, facing the 
world as if she trusted it. 

Barrett moved into an equally comfortable room at the 
other end of the hall, overlooking the garden in the rear. 
The two settled down, within calling distance of each other, 
for the few days they remained in New York before taking 
to the road again. Then they packed once more aixd quit the 
pleasant dub. Booth was tired but happy. They traveled 
westward to Pittsburgh and then retraced their steps to 
appear in New England. In March they visited upper New 
York State and dropped down to the city on the thirtieth to 
attend a supper given at Delmoaico's by Augustin Daly 
and Albert M. Palmer to signalize the establishment of The 
Players. There were more speeches and more toasts and 
Booth was happier than ever, and more tired. 

Without rest Booth and Barrett took to the road again. 
They traveled up to Rochester and prepared to appear there, 
in "Othello," on the night of April 3. 

They left their hotel together and drove to the theater. 
Booth had been tired all day; now he felt . . . odd He said 
nothing about it and the two actors left the carriage together 
at the stage door. The door-man nodded to Booth with the 
deference and friendliness of an old acquaintance. Booth 
tried to respond; with sudden amazement he discovered he 
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could not speak. Bewilderment and fear were on his face and 
surprise on that of the door-man as he went on into the 
theater. Booth tried to speak to Barrett, but could not. Barrett 
realized that something had happened. Something in the 
mechanism which had stood so well against so much drudg- 
ery had snapped. 

Barrett, when it became apparent that Booth's voice was 
gone, went before the curtain. The audience listened in 
shocked silence while he said that "the world has probably 
heard for the last time the voice of the greatest actor who 
speaks the English language." The audience filed out. Booth 
was taken back to his hotel and a physician summoned. The 
newspapers echoed Barrett's dismal prophecy and went 
farther. 

Booth was dying, they said. 

And once more, while they thus direfully reported, 
Booth improved. After a few hours of rest he found himself 
able to speak again; after a day or two he was himself. It had 
been nothing, then, after all. Booth laughed at it. But under- 
neath he had his doubts. He began to think of himself, for 
the first time, as an old man. He was only a little over fifty- 
five, but he was an old man. He was going downhill now. 
The strain of all the planning^ all the excitement, of the past 
year had tipped him down the slope. 

The tour was interrupted only briefly, Booth feeling 
that, since he was promised, he must go on. His daughter 
pleaded with him to curtail his season, as did many friends. 
Her letter evidently implied that the fault was Barrett's, for 
when Booth answered he was mildly indignant "I do not 
consider it very complimentary to have my over-anxious 
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friends blame others for leading me by the nose/* lie 
wrote. 

He did, however, consent to the elimination of a few of 
the many one-night stands scheduled as the Booth-Barrett 
company worked westward through Ohio and Michigan, 
through Iowa and Nebraska and turned southwest to play 
in Denver and Salt Lake City and then traveled on, once 
more, to California. San Francisco, on this occasion, provided 
a tame earthquake for its visitors. But Booth did not like the 
city now. "I wouldn't live here if the city were presented to 
me free of taxes," he wrote Edwina, longing for his peaceful 
room at The Players. 

It was now the turn of Barrett to fail physically under 
the strain. Before the season ended which it did not until 
Portland was reached on June 24 Barrett had to leave the 
cast, to seek treatment for peculiar swellings on his face. 
Then it was Booth's turn to shake his head sadly and fear his 
friend would never play again. The melancholy of day's cad 
swept over him as he journeyed back to New York and the 
club. 

He spent much time there, that summer. Old friends 
came in and talked with him. They remembered other days, 
when, they had all been young. Booth remembered days 
when he was not tired, as now he was always tired. He 
remembered when he had trudged fifty miles through the 
snow in the far West and thought little of it; he remembered 
when he had been the "fiery star n and the sheriff had pur- 
sued; he remembered when as a boy he had gone to Aus- 
tralia, and when he had come East, finally, full of rant and 
promise, for good or ill. He remembered when he had 
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listened, through a keyhole, to his father's mighty voice; he 
remembered when he had stretched before the fire and read 
his lines to the gentle promptings of Mary Devlin. He 
remembered strange little things he had long forgotten; he 
remembered when he and Mary had sailed home with a 
tiny baby not so large as his grandchildren now were. 

He had grandchildren, now. "Tell the babies to keep 
their heads out of the soup," he wrote Edwina, and signed 
himself "your loving papa." Sometimes he visited the 
Grossmans at the Pier and played on the floor with the 
children. But he found he was often sleepy and he would 
doze off, sometimes, when he could not pretend he needed 
sleep. But he could rouse himself. 

He roused himself in the autumn, to take to the road 
once again. Barrett was not with him this time, although he 
was still the manager. Instead Booth played with Helena 
Modjeska when they opened, in Pittsburgh, on September 30, 
1889. It was strange to be without Barrett, but Barrett was 
better. He was rehearsing a new play in Chicago. That gave 
Booth confidence. It was reassuring that Barrett should be 
better. 

Booth and Modjeska, both of whom were past their 
prime, played their way eastward in the autumn, stopping 
at Cleveland and opening in New York on October 14. 
They played at the Broadway Theater, at Forty-first Street 
and Broadway. That is now Times Square, the theatrical 
district of 1932. Booth had first played in Park Row, 
below Five Points, at the National Theater. He had 
seen the theaters move uptown almost all the distance the 
theaters have gone since there were theaters on Manhattan 
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Island. He had seen them at Union Square, and at Madison 
Square, and in lower Fifth Avenue. 

Booth and Modjeska played at the Broadway until 
December 7 and then went along the beaten paths through 
New England and upper New York State to Chicago and 
St. Louis and played on through the winter and spring, to 
end on May 10 at Buffalo. Very little had been clipped from 
the usual tour not enough, probably. Booth came back 
very tired. And that reassurance which Barrett's apparent 
return to health had brought had ended suddenly. Before 
Christmas, Barrett had been forced to abandon work on his 
new play and go to Washington for treatment. "I do not 
think he will ever act again, even if he lives," Booth wrote 
sadly. Barrett went from Washington to Germany, for treat- 
ment at a spa. In the spring he seemed to have improved, 
but Booth was doubtful. 

Booth rested and dreamed again. He may have looked 
over his books of clippings seen how doubt had given way 
to enthusiasm with the critics, how they had magnificendy 
praised H*, how now doubt was creeping in once more. 
Crinkle, the gadfly, was at it again. "Nowhere," he wrote 
cruelly, "but at a public funeral or a public performance of 
Shakespeare do we parade the relics of departed worth.* 1 
That stirred Booth in his lethargy. "Relics . , . relics . . . 
departed worth." But there were still some to praise. His 
daughter reminded him of this. "Yes," he answered, "it is 
indeed most gratifying to feel that age has not rendered my 
work stale and tiresome, as is usual with actors (especially 
tragedians) at my time." 

But he could not forget that phrase "relics of departed 
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worth." There had been a time when he was young; a time 
when it was Edwin Forrest who was a relic, when Forrest 
was "backing slowly out of sight with the dignity and the 
distress of a paralyzed titan." 

It was time, and past time, for Booth to quit the stage. 
He had nothing more to gain . . . but ducats. And of ducats 
he had no lack. Yet he went back to the road in the autumn 
of 1890, joining Barrett who had played alone for several 
weeks, apparently quite recovered on November 3. They 
played in Philadelphia and Boston and Providence until 
December 15, when Booth returned to New York to rest 
and Barrett went on alone during the winter. They came 
together again on March 2, 1891, at the Broadway, and played 
together for something over two weeks. The critics were 
not kind; or they were too kind. During that month the 
declining tragedian wrote his daughter: 

I have long since ceased to read theatrical news. From this 
point in my career, little else but abuse or pitying, faint praise 
will be my portion of the dramatic critics' notice. 'Tis the fate 
of all artists after they have reached their zenith, and I have 
long expected my turn. I'm not in the least disturbed by these 
so-called critics. The public tells a different story. 

But Booth was reassuring his daughter. He fought 
against the realization, but could not down it, of his growing 
feebleness. Often now, he admitted, he had not "my usual 
clear mental grasp of the character" and he acted "with 
uncertainty of gait and thinness of voice at least to my own 
car." Other ears were as sharp, unfortunately. And other 
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eyes noted even more acutely Booth's lack o grasp of the 
characters he portrayed. 

Then, on the evening of March 18, they played 
"Richelieu," with Barrett in the r61e of De Mauprat, a young 
man's role. Before the performance began, Barrett was ill 
Booth found him in his dressing-room, leaning against the 
wall. He had not removed his hat or overcoat, and he was 
softly crying to himself. Booth urged him not to go on, but 
Barrett insisted, and played until the end of the third act 
Then when, in his role, he leaned over the bed on which the 
cardinal reclined, he whispered, "I can't go on." The curtain 
was rung down. Two days later Barrett died at Cohasset, of 
pneumonia. 

Booth went on alone. He canceled his engagement for 
the next season, however. He remained for a short time at 
the Broadway and then went to the Academy of Music in 
Brooklyn. His engagement closed there with a matinee on 
April 4. Word had spread -that he would not appear the 
next season. The house was crowded. Hundreds listened 
intently to "Hamlet." They applauded long and insistently. 
Finally Booth came to the front. He thanked them. 

"I am not saying good-by for good," he told them, in a 
voice which had not been robbed of its beauty. "I intend to 
rest next year for the benefit of my health and I expect to 
appear before you in the near future. Again I thank you 
and I hope it will not be for the last time. Au revoir, not 
adieu." 

The members of the company and the theater's staff 
formed a double line for him as he left the theater. As the 
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stage door was opened for him he stepped back, involun- 
tarily. Outside, a crowd had gathered, cheering. The police 
opened a way for him to his carriage; the police held off 
those who would have unhitched the horses and drawn the 
carriage through the streets. Booth drove away for the last 
time from a theater in which he had finished playing for 
the day. 
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XXI 

THE SANDS RUN OUT 



BOOTH DID NOT KNOW WHAT ALL HIS FRIENDS KNEW. **1 AM 

steadily gaining strength," he wrote Horace Furness in 
Philadelphia a few days after he had acted Hamlet for the 
last time in Brooklyn. "Having canceled my next season's 
engagements, I shall devote my entire time to playing off 
the stage, after so long a frolic on it. Don't be alarmed in the 
least concerning me." 

He had frolicked on the stage for upward of forty-one 
years. Now, even while he planned an easy future, his health 
was failing rapidly. He was not gaining; he was not to 
gain again. The physicians who cared for him, who set him 
to taking exercises on a rowing machine, who gave him dec* 
trical treatments, knew this. They fought against his increas- 
ing inertia; against a stupor which was always pushed back 
only by their patient's will. But he could not fully rouse 
himself for long. 

His appearance was shocking to those who had known 
him earlier. The stroke had been the signal for the beginning 
of decay. Otis Skinner had played with him in 1880 and with 
a firmly written recommendation in his pocket had left a 
man of youngish middle life, "It is a pleasure to me to 
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recommend those who evince such decided ability and 
interest in their professions as you have manifested during 
the past six weeks, and you have my cordial wishes for your 
success/' Booth had written. Now, after a part of that 
success, Skinner had returned. He played with Booth and 
Modjeska and was shocked when he looked at the tragedian. 

"Ten years had dug devitalizing claws into his strength, 
his spirit and his ambition," Skinner writes. 1 "It was the shell 
of the great actor, old and tired and unhappy." 

And since that time he had failed still more. Now his 
friends looked at him and winced, trying unhappily to 
disbelieve the evidence of their eyes; trying to think with 
Booth, and against what was plain enough, that he was 
gaining. He was almost daily more feeble that summer as 
he stayed with the Grossmans at Narragansett Pier, although 
he managed sometimes to play as of old with his grand- 
children. In the autumn he returned to The Players, his 
home. Now his friends visited him in his sitting-room, which 
opened off an alcove bedchamber. Many days, now, saw him 
moving no farther than the dozen steps or so from bed to 
easy-chair. 

Winter sat near by often and talked with him; and the 
two elderly men, whose days had passed, talked together of 
what their days had been. They talked, too, of the change 
that was already in the air. They talked of Ibsen and of all 
that this strange new force in their theater meant to it, and 
to them. From that they turned again, eagerly, to the old 
days. 

1 Otis Skinner: "Footlights and Spotlights." Bobbs-Merrill, Indianapo- 
lis, 1924. 
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Booth tried to describe himself, knowing how the world 
thought of him. I was always of boyish spirit," he said once, 
and then he must have looked with amazement at the tired 
legs of an old man stretched out before his eyes and 
wondered, in irrational amazement, that he had ceased to 
be a boy. "But there was always an air of melancholy about 
me which made me seem more serious thgn I really was," 
he added. Winter nodded. 

Other old friends sat with him, too. Magonigle and 
Hutton and Bispham were frequent visitors. Jefferson came 
sometimes. Booth's presence shadowed the club, but not 
unpleasantly. There was a little, friendly hush for him. He 
was saluted gravely and with respect as, on very sunny days, 
he and one of the others rode down on the elevator and went 
out under the wrought-iron decorations to walk slowly or to 
sit for a while in the fenced park across the way. 

On the last day of 1891 he joined the other Players at the 
ceremonial before the fireplace, drinking once more to the 
health and prosperity of all players, everywhere. And he 
stood in the center of the group as they drank his health, it 
being Founder's Night. Perhaps he whispered to Jefferson 
afterward, "They drink my health tonight, Joe. When they 
meet again it will be to my memory." If he did, as is reported, 
then he knew, although whether for only a revealing 
moment no one can guess, that he was not long to frolic off 
the stage. 

He grew very slowly weaker through the winter and 
spring, and that summer at Narragansett did not play with 
the children, although he could sit and watch them, when 
he was not dozing, in a chair set out on the lawn. It became 
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apparent as the summer drew to a close that it would not be 
well to leave him alone, so the Grossmans took him to the 
Laurel House at Lakewood, New Jersey. 

There Booth sat, for the most part, in, a chair on the 
porch, from which he rose with difficulty as his daughter 
approached. Now and then he went with Edwina for a 
short drive; sometimes he met friends, although most visitors 
were intercepted by Grossman. He answered, in brief notes 
over which he would sometimes doze, the letters of friends 
and assured them, with no conviction now, that he was 
slowly gaining. He was seldom left alone; now and then he 
had attacks of vertigo and once, in his room, had fallen 
heavily. 

But though all were kind, he ached to be back at The 
Players. There late in the autumn, when there were no 
more sunny days at Lakewood, they took him. He lived 
there dreamily that winter, between sleeping and waking. 
"I am exceedingly lazy," he wrote his daughter. "I do noth- 
ing but snooze all day and see very few to talk to except the 
doctors. I have three now who apply electricity and all sorts 
of disagreeable but not painful remedies every day. I spend 
most of my time in my gloomy room." But the room is not 
really gloomy. 

His condition seemed unchanged in the winter and 
spring; even, if there was any change, it seemed for the 
better. He did not see MUe.Duse when she visited New York 
that year, but wrote to Edwina that they said she was the 
"greatest yet." But in March he was strong enough to start 
reading the diary of Marie Bashkirtseff who, he noted, 
"beginning at twelve years of age, moralizes and philoso- 



Edwin Booth 

phizes like Hamlet." And during the next month he was 
strong enough to visit the theater and to watch a perform- 
ance from a box his last glimpse of the stage. But, between 
sleeping and waking, it took him a day to write to his 
daughter the not long letter in which he told her about 
Marie BashkirtsefE. 

When he went to bed on Tuesday night, April 18, he 
was apparently as he had been for months. But the next 
morning he did not ring at the customary time and, after 
a period of waiting, Magonigle went to his door and 
knocked. There was no answer and Magonigle entered. 
Booth lay on the bed, breathing heavily, unconscious. His 
right side, examination by hastily summoned doctors proved, 
was paralyzed. News of his sudden collapse reached the 
newspapers and reporters gathered outside the club-house to 
lean against the iron fence of the parL They waited. 

From the first, there was no hope of real recovery. Booth 
rallied enough to make it seem that he might go on living, 
although paralyzed, for an indefinite time; he sank back into 
the coma from which it seemed he would not rouse. And 
then he again rallied. The Grossmans thought of taking him 
with them to Narragansett, hoping that the air there might 
aid him to partial recovery, and the physicians agreed. But 
on June 3, when they were ready to go, he sank again into 
unconsciousness. The next day, while the waiting group of 
newspaper men opposite increased, a bulletin was posted in 
the club: 

In regard to Mr. Booth's condition it may be stated that he 
has gradually grown weaker during the past twenty-four hours 
and there is now very litde hope left of even a partial recovery. 
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On the night of June 6 he began to slip away. "Mr. 
Booth is slowly sinking and it is doubtful if he survives the 
night," read the bulletin about which the other Players 
clustered in the lower hall. Edwina and her husband, 
Bispham, Magonigle, and Carryl gathered in the room as 
midnight approached, with the doctor and nurses. Outside 
a magnificent thunder-storm raged through the city, lighting 
the room fitfully. Then, after one prodigious crash, the lights 
went out. "Don't let father die in the dark!" Edwina 
screamed hysterically. Lightning played in the room. Then 
the storm died away. Booth died with it, breathing his last 
at a few minutes after one o'clock on the morning of June 7. 
He died peacefully. It was like "the passing of a shadow." 

As he died a handkerchief fluttered from the window in 
signal. Newspaper men broke for their offices. The next 
morning long columns told of Booth's death, and of his life. 
From one end of the country to the other his passing was 
mourned in the head-lines; his career was summarized in 
crowded paragraphs. 

On the morning of June 9 the body was carried from 
the club-house in Gramercy Park. It must have been on its 
way when, in Washington, the old Ford Theater collapsed. 
After the assassination it had not again been used as a 
theater, But was utilized first as a museum and, afterward, 
as an overflow office for the pension-record division of the 
War Department. It had been condemned some weeks 
before and, as the "Sun" caustically noted, the important 
records had been removed. However, "with a refinement of 
discrimination between what could be replaced and what 
could not so easily be supplied, the clerks were trusted in 
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the unsafe building." Twenty-two of them were killed and 
fifty seriously injured when the building crashed down 
and the total of those who died in the old playhouse, vic- 
tims of governmental inefficiency, was raised to twenty- 
three. 

The body of Booth, who had been a victim, too, was 
taken to the Little Church Around the Corner, followed by 
the Players. Services were held over it, Bishop Henry 
C. Potter officiating, and that afternoon it was taken to 
Boston, where it was buried in the plot in Mount Auburn 
which held the bodies of Mary Devlin and the litde boy 
born so fatally to Mary McVicker. 

Not long afterward, Booth's will was filed and was 
found to dispose of an estate of about $605,000. Magonigle, 
Benedict, and Bispham were made executors. There were 
numerous bequests to relatives, four to charity three of 
them to agencies for the relief of impoverished actors and 
the balance went to Edwina for life, with the provision that 
it be afterward divided among her children. Mrs. Edwina 
Grossman lived, as these pages were written, in the Gram- 
crcy Park neighborhood, not far from The Players. 

The extent of Booth's fortune was surprising to many, 
It represented his surplus earnings since about 1875, when 
he had started over again, financially, after the debade of 
his theater project. He had earned for fifteen years after 
that, had lived well, had met scores of calls on his generosity, 
had purchased and deeded to the Players the club-house in 
Gramercy Park. His clear earnings must have been well 
over a million, and most of the fortune came from his acting 
in the plays of Shakspere and in the play of Bulwer-Lytton. 
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During that period his weekly gain, while he was actually 
playing (he rested during the summer almost always in 
those years) ranged from the $500 or $600 he received from 
Gooch in London to the occasional $10,000 and better which 
was sometimes his weekly share o the earnings of the 
Booth-Barrett tours. In one season that partnership is re- 
ported to have earned him close to $300,000; his clear income 
from it, between 1886 and 1891, is reliably estimated to have 
been $579,000. 

It may be of interest to the theatrical economist to recall 
that most of his money he made not in New York but on 
the "road" -in Leavenworth, Kansas, and Des Moines, Iowa; 
in Fort Worth, Texas; and Haverhill, Massachusetts. 

Memorial services were held for Booth in the autumn 
after his death, on November 13. On that day he would have 
been sixty years old. The services, under the auspices of The 
Players, drew many thousands to Madison Square Garden 
to hear Jefferson and Salvini and Henry Irving speak in 
praise of Edwin Booth. Jefferson spoke of his boyhood; 
Irving recalled how Booth had floated "across the horizon, 
bright, brilliant, full of vigor and the fire of genius" when 
he first went to England in 1860; Salvini spoke, in sounding 
Italian phrases which were read, in translation, by Henry 
Miller-- of a great actor and a great man. 

And after that it was The Players which sponsored a 
memorial window in the Little Church Around the Corner, 
which was unveiled by Jefferson on June 24, 1898; so it was 
The Players which sponsored, and paid for, the statue in 
Gramercy Park which shows Booth in the r61e of Hamlet. 
330 



Edwin Booth 

It may be seen from the window of the room in which he 
died; it dominates the park. It was unveiled, by one of the 
actor's grandchildren, twenty years after his death. 

It was not until 1926 that the memory of the tragedian 
was further honored, as New York honors the great of the 
land, with a bust in the hall of fame of New York University. 
Three years before, a picture of Booth had been placed in the 
Shakespeare Gallery at Stratford, by the Rotary Club of 
America. The portrait was donated by E. F. Albee, head of 
a vaudeville circuit. 

But his monument is The Players, and if he revisits any 
place it must be his room, which remains untouched as he 
left it in dying, with the book of Winter's poetry he was 
reading on the last night of consciousness held open where 
he laid it down. 
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EPILOGUE 



"IT IS HARDLY TIME FOR THE COLD APPRAISEMENT OF CRITICISM 

which shall fix with accuracy the shortcomings of the actor's 
conception and interpretation. Such appraisement is inevi- 
table, but it cannot be contemporary." 

So wrote Nym Crinkle o Edwin Booth, after the trage- 
dian's death; so, if not always as honestly, did other critics 
of the day seek to pass on to the future a task which they 
must have known the future could hardly attempt, let alone 
accomplish. Mr. Crinkle, who was astute, must certainly 
have realized he was suggesting that only the meteorologists 
of to-morrow can measure the depths of to-day's snowfall. 
He must have known that the art of an actor vanishes like 
the snow; that even snowfalls, in a day of statistical records, 
are not so impermanent as an actor's art 

Nothing dies quite so completely as an actor when he 
dies. He takes everything with him. He is dead with the 
peculiar finality of something which never really existed. 
Crinkle must have known that, and have written with 
tongue in cheek, having so a quiet joke at solemn contem- 
poraries who were always taking the long view and assidu- 
ously courting scholarship. 
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When an actor dies he dies all over. His memory, as his 
contemporaries Mow him, becomes a name-a name and 
two dates. What do we know now of Edmund Kean ? What 
can we say o him that we have not learned by rote? We 
cannot mark his passage by outside things. Napoleons leave 
wreckage. Something of what the Bismarcks build remains 
to mock their descendants. A writer lives in what he writes; 
a painter in the slowly fading colors of his masterpieces! 
They, too, are artists. And they can be valued and revalued 
until the world ends, for they do not really die. But an actor 
works in the perishable gestures of the body; the instantly 
dead inflections of the voice. He leaves, as one editor said of 
Booth as if it were his special failing "nothing but the 
memory of his own shining achievements." Booth left as 
much as any actor; more than most. And, by the time those 
who watched him play are dead, he will be a name only. 

Something remains to tell us of the man a letter, the 
record of a remembered action. Of the actor we have only 
the hastily scrawled impressions of his contemporaries; 
impressions which contradict one another, which fall short, 
at best, of the evocation of clear images. Perhaps a phrase 
lives. We remember that to see Edmund Kean was like 
"reading Shakespeare by flashes of lightning." And the 
outward appearance of the man, who was also the actor, 
persists in photographs and paintings. With these before us 
we may read the painstaking words in which yesterday's 
critics sought to picture him. We may read detailed analyses 
of his fleeting expressions, -and try to imagine them as they 
must once have crossed the face registered for us by Sargent 
or by the sensitive chemicals of some camera. 
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Do not think that this failure to capture in words the 
essence of an actor's art is peculiar to the day of those who 
wrote of Booth. Not their fallibility, but an essential limita- 
tion is involved. When he writes of acting, the critic of the 
theater is as unhappily situated as is the critic of music when 
he reluctantly leaves off describing the musician and turns 
to his real task. A listing of gestures is not, to the reader, 
much more helpful than might be a note-by-note description 
of the rise and fall of sound. These things are the husks. 

Your critic, then, retreats to the subjective and conveys 
to his readers that Miss Soandso was "tantalizing" or 
"vibrant" or "delicious" in her role; or that Alfred Lunt 
captured the true spirit of sex comedy when he played with 
Lynn Fontanne in "Reunion in Vienna." And that is doubt- 
less helpful, if the reader knows what the critic thinks the 
true spirit of sex comedy is, or what the critic finds deli- 
cious. 

So far from being peculiarly prone to failure in this 
*egard, the critics of yesterday had one device, lacked by 
their descendants, which gave them some chance of success. 
William Winter, for example, could always beat his way 
back to comparison. When he wrote of Booth, he wrote of 
one artist in a series. He did not have to describe an incom- 
parable object, as one might describe a single wave to a 
person who had no conception that waves come in series. 
A wave, one supposes, is merely a bump in water, considered 
by itself. But it is larger or smaller, rounder or sharper, 
foamier or smoother, than the waves before and behind. 

In the old days tragedians were like that. They came 
one behind the other, usually close enough together so that 
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several might be seen at once: yesterday's and to-day's and 
to-morrow's. Then the critic might evaluate Edwin Booth in 
the terms of Junius Booth, or Charles Kean in the terms 
of Edmund Kean, to take two examples in which the rela- 
tionship was not only of art but of blood. There was a 
continuity. That continuity existed for many years unbroken, 
and then with Booth it broke. 

It was not that none was born to follow him. One can 
imagine, without too much difficulty, that John Barrymore 
might have taken Booth's place; might have picked up the 
scepter when Booth, last of the tragedian-monarchs, laid it 
down. Or, if not Barrymore, another, if the conditions favor-! 
able to what Winter called "the elocutionary no less than the! 
mimetic art" had not changed. These conditions made a! 
successor to Booth in the dynasty of the tragedians impos-1 
sible. He was the last. So there must once have been a last 
fully equipped saber-toothed tiger, and after him no more 
such tigers, conditions favorable to the production of that 
gaudy beast having ended. 

The tragedian is now extinct as the tiger. Human tastes 
being more mutable than natural phenomena, it is possible 
that the tragedian may return, while the recurrence of the 
tiger is as unlikely as it is undesirable. 

The tragedians thrived in surroundings of theatrical 
luxuriance, as the tiger thrived in surroundings of natural 
luxuriance. The tragedian relied on a kind of dramatic 
giganticism; upon the playwright's acceptance of a scale of 
values and events which resembled everyday life only as a 
fireworks portrait of Herbert Hoover resembles a harried 
gentleman in the White House; only as the clarion promises 
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of the "Star-spangled Banner" reflect conditions in a land 
ideally of the brave, in a home symbolically of the free. 

The drama of yesterday, of the tragedian's yesterday, 
was ideal drama. That is perhaps its most significant differ- 
ence from the drama of to-day, which essays to be the drama 
of the real. As heroic poetry is idealized human speech, so 
the poetic drama was idealized human action. Its medium 
was blank verse, and not only because Shakspere had written 
so and the natural thing was to imitate Shakspere. 

And realism, such realism as there was, took its place 
well below the salt. Dion Boucicault was, in his day, a 
"realist" and Dion Boucicault was below the salt. It is diffi- 
cult now to think of him so, but he brought melodrama into 
the terms of actual contemporary life. His were not the 
murders of far away and long ago, but of the sidewalks of 
New York or London or Liverpool; his was not the voice 
of some heroic Brutus, but of some brave young bank clerk. 
He was, in that sense, among the forerunners of what was, 
by Ibsen's time, to be called "realism," the term coming to 
have a peculiar absolute meaning, instead of a simple 
relative one. 

And that new realism, of which it is convenient to think 
Ibsen a typical practitioner, came to the top. It was democracy 
crowding out monarchy; the ideal was crowded from the 
throne. The battle was brief and decisive. Protestants might 
go on wailing for years, as Winter, did, but they could do no 
more than catalogue themselves as unreconciled. The change 
came a little before Booth left the stage and died. He saw it 
coming and lamented it, but, perhaps because his life was 
nearly over, he maintained a tolerance impossible to the 
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crusading critic who was his friend. But perhaps he had a 
better reason to be friendly with the conquerors. 

He could not fully have joined them, perhaps. His art 
could not have lived, in the more obvious of its aspects, on 
the close-cropped action and dialogue which succeeded the 
old luxuriance. New conditions called for new actors; actors 
who could thrive on clipped speech, who could express 
passion in understatement. The distance between Edwin 
Forrest and Hope Williams is precisely the distance between 
the old dramatic conditions and the new. At first glance the 
distance between Edwin Booth and Miss Williams may 
seem the same. If it were, there would be little hope of our 
now achieving any real understanding of Booth as an actor. 
If he were the last of the tragedians, and only the last of 
the tragedians, we should be as baffled to place him as to 
measure the depth of the snow which fell on New York in 
the blizzard of 1888. 

But the elements were mixed in Booth. In some respects 
he also was among the moderns. There was a vein of new 
running through the rock of the old. This his first critics 
perceived dimly. They did not diagnose it as we may 
diagnose it now. Only when a transition is complete is it 
possible to see the steps through which it came. Looking 
back now to discover Booth's early efforts toward a natural 
style, as revealed in Mary Devlin's letter to him > we may 
perceive that in so far as he was a significant figure in what 
may be called the living theater, he was so as a figure of 
transition. He was an artist going somewhere. He did not 
know where, probably, but he went. 

We have seen how his first digression from the estab- 
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lished standards puzzled his early critics. Some of course 
missed that digression altogether, attributing to inexperience 
rather than to intention such divergence as they dimly saw. 
Others, more astute, perceived clearly that the new tragedian 
was missing the established "points," but considered these 
misses as errors in understanding. 

It was not until some ten years after his first appearance 
in New York that any clear idea was achieved by the critics 
of what Edwin Booth was doing, and by that time, so rapid 
were changing tastes already beginning to manifest them- 
selves, what he was doing was no longer surprising. 'Some 
time before his middle period, he seems to have fixed his 
style, and thereafter, as Crinkle has remarked, he brought 
"the same eggs to market," content with the knowledge that 
they were good eggs. By the time he died, the artist who had 
been once, rather timidly, a pioneer was close to being out- 
moded as a reactionary. But that, one takes it, is the almost 
inevitable fate of "transitional" figures. 

Among his early critics, an anonymous writer for the 
"Nation" of 1866 probably had the clearest understanding of 
Booth as an artist. His summary, printed about ten years 
after Booth had made his debut in the metropolis under 
Burton's direction, merits space here: 

We regard it as Mr. Booth's misfortune that he is divided 
between two widely differing schools of acting the romantic 
and the natural. The traditions of his youth, his early observa- 
tion and training, compelled him to the romantic or heroic 
school. His organization, taste, aptitude, perhaps his later study 
also, inclined him to the side of nature. But he seems never to 
have made a deliberate choice between the two; his favorite 
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plays are romantic; in his treatment he aims at naturalism. 
Hence the incongruity, Shakespeare's tragedies cannot be acted 
naturally, for they are entirely out of our nature, and to play 
them after the old unnatural style of the last century would be 
simply intolerable. How, then, can they be played at all? Even 
Richelieu cannot be acted naturally, for such episodes in French 
society cannot be reproduced as real to our audiences. They will 
always remain something to be caricatured by strained action, 
artificial gesture and stilted declamation. Mr. Booth does all 
that man can do, but no man can bring Hamlet or Richelieu 
into xfcodern life. We think that if he would abandon the 
endeavor and devote his remarkable talents to the studies in 
the school of nature he would achieve triumphs worthy of the 
greatest artists of the age. 

The "Nation" was, of course, a bad prophet. Mr. BootK 
attained triumphs without those "studies in the school of 
nature" of which his critic writes with such confidence^ 
although one is now, looking back to the production lists o 
that day, rather put to it to determine what they may have 
been. Boucicault, probably, or "Life Among the Mormons.* 
Shakspere was better, as it proved. And one can imagine 
with how blank an expression the "Nation's" critic, if he 
could have looked forward, would have noted the "modern- 
dress" "Hamlet" offered in New York sixty-odd years later. 

But this was by far the keenest analysis of Booth's 
peculiar position. Possibly it overstressed the difficulty, the 
insolubility of the problem. But it must be admitted that 
Booth never entirely solved it. He went as far as he might, 
and stopped. His style was always two styles. Most of those 
who watched him saw one or the other; few saw both. When 
he went to England in 1880 he was not, as sometimes 
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reported, dismissed as a "ranter." But many did accuse him 
o rant. And others, it will be recalled, found him the per- 
sonification of naturalism. He did not "rant as well as thou" 
with Laertes; he did, certainly, touch ofi set-pieces, on occa- 
sion, in the old manner. 

It was as a naturalist, one suspects, that he was at his 
best. The r61e of Hamlet was played by him in a relatively 
minor key. He was a famous lago, but never a satisfactory 
Othello. In his best rfiles, wrote Augustus Pitou in 1914, his 
art "was the best of the actor's art that is now prevalent. His 
school was the natural school of to-day, for it was he who 
introduced it; he was neither declamatory nor strident." 1 
And Otis Skinner testifies to the same effect when he writes 
of Booth that "extravagance never marred his work." 2 
Mr. Skinner, as one whose work also is not marred by 
extravagance, speaks in the tongue of to-day, and by to-day's 
standards. "Edwin Booth's genius, when he was at his best, 
would as surely thrill a Broadway audience to-day as it did 
in the past," Pitou added. "He would not be 'hooted from 
the stage* nor would he be considered an 'archaic curiosity.' " 

As we consider Mr. Pitou's assertion, which goes to 
the heart of this matter, we may turn for a moment to 
Booth's own theories of his own art. He did not, on the 
whole, write much about it. One of his few considerable 
essays on acting discusses in some detail the art of his father 
and includes his own interpretation of Hamlet "to my dull 
thinking, Hamlet typifies uneven or unbalanced genius . . . 
Hamlet's mind, on the very edge of frenzy, seeks its relief in 

1 Augustus Pitou: "Masters of the Show.** New York, 1914. 

2 Otis Skinner: "Footlights and Spotlights." 
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ribaldry" a but is not helpful as far as his esthetic views in 
general are concerned. Chance remarks, such as his comment 
to Skinner that he thought his own art "somewhat quieter" 
than that of his father, are more illuminating. So, in a 
letter to James E. Russell in 1871, he commented that he 
could not 

paint with big brushes the fine touches come & spite of me, 
and it's all folly to say: "Don't elaborate, don't refine it" I can't 
help it. I'm too damned genteel and exquisite, I s'pose, and some 
buster with a big voice and broadaxe gesticulations will oust me 
one of these fine days. 

Booth had, it will be noticed, not the faintest idea of artistic 
trends. 

But his most significant comments on, his own methods, 
and our best evidence concerning the nature of those 
methods, are to be found in his foot-notes to "Othello" and 
'The Merchant of Venice" edited by Horace H. Furness in 
his variorum edition. Furness and Booth were, as we have 
noted, dose friends; while these two volumes were in prepa- 
ration (1886 and 1888 respectively are the dates of publica- 
tion) the editor wrote the actor, asking him to throw light 
upon his interpretations of the r&les. Booth responded with 
lengthy letters and detailed references; stage directions, 
really. These Furness embedded in the mountain of notes 
piled over the poet. A scholar's Shakspere is one line of 
poetry to twenty of comment, and Booth's contributions 

8 On Edmund Kean and Juntas Brutus Booth, in "Actors and 
Actresses of Great Britain and the United States/ 1 edited by Brander 
Matthews and Laurence Hutton. 
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sound a clear note in the dry whispering of scholastic wit and 
erudition which fill the pages o the variorum "Shakespeare." 

These notes are written as i intended for injunctions to 
actors. And those injunctions, a dozen times repeated, are 
one injunction. "Play down!'* commands Booth, as earnesdy 
as any modern director of the quietest modern tragedy. 
"Play down!" 

In the notes one finds, specifically, such advice as this 
("Othello," Act I, Scene i): 

lago, at back, watches this curiously; let him not be obtru- 
sive; he must keep in the background and assume the expres- 
sion and feel the curiousness, even if only one person in the 
whole audience sees or understands it. The censure, as Hamlet 
calls it, of that one is worth all the rest. 

No more accurate description of the method adopted in 
the twentieth century by the Russian players of the Moscow 
Art Company and of the Chauve Souris, a method highly 
and justly praised, could be written in 1932. And this quiet- 
ness, this subtlety, is even more urged in connection with 
lago's speech on reputation (Act II, Scene 2), of which 
Booth writes: 

Do not smile or sneer or glower try to impress even the 
audience with your sincerity. 'Tis better, however, always to 
ignore the audience; if you can forget you are a "shew" you 
will be natural. The more sincere your manner, the more dev- 
ilish your deceit. I think the "light comedian" should play the 
villain's part, not the "heavy man." I mean the Shakespeare 
villain. lago should appear to be what all but the audience 
believe he is. Even when alone there is little need to remove 
the mask entirely. Shakespeare spares you that trouble. 
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Imagine an actor of the old school trusting thus to his 
playwright, even to Shakspcre! Imagine such a one discern- 
ing that lago is a part for the "light comedian,*' not for the 
heavy tragic hand; a part to be whispered, a part of malevo- 
lence, not of blusterl (It is significant that almost all the 
many notes to "Othello" are concerned with the acting of 
the r&le of lago, not of the tide r&le. Booth knew well 
enough he was not fitted to play Othello. It took, he per- 
ceived, a certain bluff, soldierly quality which was not his.) 

The notes on "The Merchant" are even more specific. 
"This in a lower tone," he counsels, again and again. "Sub- 
dued tones, between your teeth, as it were." . . , "Not too 
loud. Not too loud. Softly, here." No ranter wrote those 
injunctions. Nor did any "natural genius," guiltless of study, 
conceive so shrewd a conception of Shylock's character 
as this: 

I we side with him in his self-defense, 'tis because we 
have charity, which he had not; if we pity him under the 
burthen of his merited punishment, 'tis because we are human, 
which he is not. ... Do not forget when you read the poet's 
plays that he was a player and, mark you, a theatrical manager 
with a keen eye to stage effects; witness the "gag" of Shylock's 
sharpening his knife a most dangerous "bit of business" and 
apt to cause a laugh. Be careful of that "point" Would the 
heroic Hebrew have stooped to such a paltry action? No, neverl 

These, and the many more which might be quoted, are 
specific items of a general theory of acting. The easy assump- 
tion of Crinkle and others that Booth had no theories, but 
acted only in response to instinct, falls to earth when con- 
fronted with these notes, Reading them, noting their clarity, 
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we find it almost possible to believe with Pitou, himself 
an actor, that Booth's "school was the natural school of 
today, for it was he who introduced it." 

That he did not invariably attend that school as relig- 
iously as he might have; that, always in many of his r&les 
and at times in all of them, he violated the rules he himself 
laid down, and played as the vast majority of his audience 
loved to see him play, is incidental. That he was often tired, 
too tired to do more than walk through his r61es, is inci- 
dental, too. Nor is it hard to understahd how in his later 
years, when ambition was dying, he allowed bad companies 
to make of the plays a dreary waste, rendered noteworthy 
only by the mountain of his own skill. His intentions still 
are clear. 

He was not in theory, nor was he often in practice, so 
wholly of another day that he would be incomprehensible 
to this. That is surely clear enough from the evidence; and 
that, one suspects, is the matter of greatest interest now to 
those who wish to find what points of contact are possible 
between Edwin Booth and the theater which has followed 
him. If we wish now to know anything of Edwin Booth as 
an artist it is this : How, if he returned to-day, would he seem 
to us? What manner of actor was this? 

It is reported that on January 25, 1931, Edwin Booth 
returned to this earth. Only as a voice, unfortunately, and 
as a voice only to a little group of the anointed to, specifi- 
cally, a "small private group of psychical researchers meeting 
on Sunday evenings at the house of a physician in New 
York." A report of this appearance was duly made to The 
Players by Frederick Bligh Bond, editor of "Psychic 
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Research" and one o the "researchers." Mr. Bond reports 
that the ghost of Booth urged the institution of a club for 
indigent actors and the support of a youth even then attend- 
ing dramatic school; the particular youth being accurately 
enough identified. These things The Players were to do. 
The Players have taken no steps. 

But suppose that, instead of this limited return, Edwin 
Booth were to reappear to all of us. Suppose he were 
to-morrow night to walk the stage of the theater which 
bears his name not the old theater, but a new theater; not 
the playhouse in Twenty-third Street, but that in Forty- 
fifth. Should we thrill to him as did those of his day? Would 
his Richelieu take the town by storm; his Hamlet rouse us 
anew to the glories of elder days? It can never be tested; the 
answers can never be known. But it is my opinion that the 
old magic would live again. 
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91, 108, X2X&, 128, 137, 139, 
164; as Antony, 140, 141; as 
Hamlet, no; assassinated Lin- 
coln, 149; buried in Baltimore, 
204; characteristics of, 1x0-1x2; 
death of, 158; false reports con- 
cerning, x$4' fied to Maryland, 
15x5 in Washington, 144^ j in- 
herited insanity, xo; portrait of, 
172, 3x5; quoted, 56; reaction 
against, 164, x$5; recovery o 
body of, 203, 204; sympathy 
with South, in, 141* X4* *4*> 
trapped in Virginia, 158 

Booth, Joseph Adrian* as ***> 

185* *95 

Booth, Juniui Brutus the elder, xo, 
n, 37 43 i&i? American de*- 
but, x8; anecdote* about, x$, 20, 
34, 33rf.j as Snttus, 140; as 
lago, x6; as Petcttra t 14; as 



Sir Edw&d Mortimer, 14; as 
5iV <?#* Qv**r*ach, 14; at- 
tempted suicide, 24; children of, 
*4 *55 compared with Kean, 
15; cowed a maniac, 23; dortk 
of, 52rt.; deserted ftrst wife, 18; 
first marriage, M> 4^ footnote; 
friend of Forrest, 23; taemper- 
ance, 24 51; marital dikulties y 
154; moved to America, xo 18; 
played oa the Continent, 23; 
portrait of, 3**; quarrel with 
Ketn, X5&; ond marritge re- 
corded* 47J ! * insaixity, 
3U trip to Engltad, 23; trip to 
California, 491!. 



Booth, Junius Brutus the younger, 
25, 128, 137, 153, 212; arrested, 
158; bankrupt, 223; in Califor- 
nia, 49; in "King John," 216 

Booth, Mary Ann, 25 

Booth, Mary Christine Adelaide, 
see Delanoy 

Booth, Richard, xx, 22 

Booth, Rosalie Ann, 25, 124, 153 

Boothden, 286 

Boothes, de, Adam, 12 

Booth's Theater, New York, 183, 
251; construction begun, 185; 
cost of, 184, 1 88, 189; descrip- 
tion of, 190, 191; financing of, 
1841?.; foreclosure, 227; leased 
by Junius Booth, 2x2; leased to 
Jarett fit Palmer, 223; losses of, 
2x6; opening of, 195*?.; pay- 
ment for, 208; plans for, 180; 
receipts of, 203, 205; sold to 
Page, 228; transferred to Bell, 

222 

Boston, 31, 33& 64, $8, 91, 108, 
xxo, 131. *44 *45> I5*& I73i 
204, 288, 290, 297, 320* 339 

Boston Museum, 40, 44 

Boston Theater, 68, 152; leased by 
Edwin Booth, 173 

Boucicault, Dion, 42, 76, 93, 136, 
228, 336, 339 

Bowery melodrama, 133 

Bowery Theater, New York, 78, 
207 

Brady, John &, 256 

Bridgeport, Conn., 297 

Brighton, England, 14 

Broadway Theater, New York, 
3*8, 3*0, 32* 

Brooklyn, 206, 297 

"Brooklyn Eagle," the, 4** 7* 

Brooklyn, Theater burned, 235 

349* 
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Brougham, John, 77, 135 
Browning, Booth's meeting with, 

265 
Browne, Junius Henri, quoted, 



Brussels, 14 

"Brutus, or, The Fall of Tarquin," 

174 

Buckstone, J. B., 99 
Buffalo, N. Y., 296, 300, 319 
Bulwer-Lytton, 263, 264 
Burton's Metropolitan Theater, 

New York, 69, 75 83, 92 
Burton, Wm. E., 64, 68, 75, 135; 

contract with Edwin Booth, 75, 

76 

Burdett-Coutts, Baroness, 253 
Butler, M. B., 62 

California, 49^., 117, 2331?., 276, 

298, 300, 317 
"Camille," 77 

Carryl, Chas. E., 287, 328 
Cary, Capt. R. F., 84, 91; letters 

to, 96, 107 
Cary, Emma P., letters to, 143, 

162, 163 
"Cast," 314 
Century Club, the, 90, 113, 1x5, 

3>7 

Chagres River, 50 
Charleston, S. C., 233 
Charlotte, N. C., 233 
Chicago, 186, 204, 233, 236, 268, 

276, 297, 300, 318, 319 
"Chronicle" quoted, 293 
Gibber, Colley, 12 
Cibbcred Shakspere, 180, 182 
Cincinnati, O., 233, 297 
Ciocca, Mine., 44 
Civic Repertory group, 235 
Civil War, the, 100 

* -35 



Choate, Rufus, quoted, 41 

Clapp, Henry, 114 

Clarke, Asia Booth, see Booth, 

Asia 

Clarke, John Sleeper, 44, 129, 130, 
I34 *39 *58 173, 174, 211, 

228, 245, 254 
Clemens, Samuel, 288, 307 
"Cleopatra, or, The Battle of 

Actium," 78 

Cleveland, O., 297, 318 
Cleveland, Grover, 294 
Coghlan, Rose, 309 
Cohasset, Mass., 294, 295, 321 
Collyer, Rev. Robert, 276 
Columbia, S. C., 233 
Conways, the, 134 
Cooke & Co., failure of, 216 
Corbett, Boston, 158 
Cos Cob, Conn., 225, 229, 233 
Covent Garden, London, X5& 
Crampton, Charlotte, 133; as Ma- 

xeppa, 133 
Crinkle, Nym, quoted, 70, 73, 79 

95> 136* 302, 3<>3 3 I 9> 332i 338 
"Crowding Memories," by Mrs. 

Thos. Bailey Aldrich, 92 
Cushman, Charlotte, 66, 83, 95, 

2x0, 228; as Kathcrinc, 210; as 

Lady Macbeth, 96, 2x0; as Meg 

Mcmlics, 210 

"Daily Alta California," the, 

quoted, 55, 56" 
"Daily Graphic," the, New York, 

quoted, 232 
Daly, Augustin, 131, 249, 250, 

251* 307, 311* 315 
Daly, Charles P., I43 256 
Daly, Joseph, 307 
Daly's Theater, 23X&, 251; 

burned, 231 
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Dana, Chas. A., 143 
Davenport, E. L., 77, 228 
Davenports, the, 76, 134 
Davis, L. Clark, 294 
Davis, Richard Harding, 294 
"Deaf as a Post,'* 168 
Dean, Julia, 135 

Delanoy, Mary Christine Adelaide, 
deserted, 18; death o, 47; di- 
vorce proceedings, 46!!.; in Bal- 
timore, 46; married to Junius 
Booth, Sr., 14 
Denver, Col, 298, 317 
Deptford, England, 13 
DCS Moines, 301, 330 
Devlin, Mary, 2x5* **7> 3*8, 3*9> 
daughter born to, 107; death of, 
124; first meeting with Edwin 
Booth, 67; ill health, 119, 122; 
letter from, 337; marriage, 84, 
85; portrait of, 315; quoted, 8x 
"Dick Turpin, or, The Highway- 
man's Ride/* 134 
"Don Cssar dc Bazan," 77, 94 

168 

Dorchester, Mass., 1x2, 119* * 2 4 
Doremus, R. O,, 143 
"Dreams of Delusion," 168 
Drew, John, 307 
"Drink," 258 

Drury Lane Theater, London, x6fl. 
"Double Gallant, The," 168 
Dublin, Ireland, 266, 283 
Dugas, Louis, 26 
Dusc, Mile., 242, 326 

Eddy, Edward, 78 

"Edwin Booth," by Laurence Hut- 
ton, 280 foot-note 

"Edwin Booth as I Knew Him," 
by Edwin Milton Royle, 302 
foot-tfote 



"Edwin Booth, Letters to' His 
Daughter and His Friends," 
compiled by Edwina Booth 
Grossman, quoted, 81 

"Ellen Terry and Bernard Shaw, a 
Correspondence," 249 foot-note 

England, first visit to, 99fL; pro- 
vincial tour of, 106, 283; sec- 
ond visit to, 257J0E.; third visit 
to, 282$. 

"Evening Post," the, New York, 
167, 202; quoted, 291, 292 

"Evening Telegram," the, New 
York, quoted, 232 

Eytinge, Harry, 135 

Ey tinge, Rose, as Fiordetisa, 131 

Ewer, Rev. F. C., 56; quoted, 276 

"Fate, or, The Children of Love," 

78 

Fechter, Chas., 105, 206, 218, 258; 
as Hamlet, 105, 206; as Othello, 

105 

Ferguson, W. J., 149, 150 foot-note 
"Fish Out of Water," 102 
"Fitzsmythe of Fitzsmythe Hall," 

X02 

Florence, W. J., 130, 131* 3<>9 

Flynn, Thos., 20; rescued Junius 
Booth, Sr., 24 

"Follies of a Night," 58 

Fontanne, Lynn, 334 

"Fool's Revenge, The," 37. *3* 
X33> 309, 264 

"Footlights and Spotlights" by 
Otis Skinner, 324 foot-note 

Ford, J. T., 64, 204, 232; ar- 
rested, 159 

Ford's Theater, Washington, 
I47ff.; collapse of, 328 

Fork, Nathaniel, 47 

Forrest, Mrs. C. S., 49 
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Forrest, Edwin* 20, 23, 38, 43, 
,7oF., 77, 100, 114, 117, 151, 181, 
320, 337; as Claude Melnotte, 
1 1 8; as Hamlet, 94, 118, 130; 
as Jac\ Cade, 94; as Lear, 94; 
as Macbeth, 94; as Othello, 94; 
as 'Richard III, 94; as Richelieu, 
94; as o//0, 94; divorce, 48; 
in Hamlet, 96; rivalry with Ed- 
win Booth, 94& 

Forrest, Henry, 266 

Forrnier, Mile., 107 

Fort Worth, Tex., 330 

Founder's Night at The Players, 
325 

Fox, George L., 207, 232 

Fox's Old Bowery Theater, 167 

France, 107; Booth urged to play 
in, 286 

Front Street Theater, Baltimore, 64 

Fugitive Slave Law, 41 

Furness, Horace H., 287; letter to, 
323; Variorum edition of Shak- 
spere's Plays, 341 

Gaiety Theater, London, 254 
Garden of the Gods, the, 298 
Garrick Club, London, 265 
Gatte, Messrs. A. and G., 254 
Geddes, Norman Bell, 182 
"Genevieve, or, The Reign of Ter- 
ror," 76 
Germany, Booth invited to, 282; 

tour of, 283^. 

Gilbert, John, as Polonius, 308 
Gilder, Richard Watson, 294 
Godwin, Parke, 256 
Gooch, Walter, 241, 254, 2s8ff., 

266; letter to Clarke, 255 
Goodale, Katherine, 296, 297; 

quoted, 298, 299 
Gould, Thos. R., 32 



Graham, James Lorrimer, 173 
Gramercy Park, New York, 300, 

39 328, 329 
Grant, Gen. and Mrs., 148 
Grass Valley, 52 

Gray, Mark, see, Lyon, Mark Gray 
Greenwich, Conn., 236, 274, 300 
Grossmans, the, 318, 324 
Grossman, Ignatius R., 290 
"Guinea Gold," 258 

Hackett as Falstaff, 205 

Hall of Fame, the, 331 

Hamburg, 285 

"Hamlet," 93, 260, 291, 298, 306, 
321; all-star performance of, 
308, 309; Forrest in, 96; hun- 
dred nights of, i42tT.; in mod- 
ern dress, 339; setting for 
Booth's stage, 182 

Hamlet burlesqued, 207 

Hamlet of his generation, Edwin 
Booth the, 7 

Hand, Judge John C, 47 

Hanover, 285 

Harlow, Alvin F., 133 foot-note 

Hartford, Conn., 297 

Hatteras Light, 20 

Haverhill, Mass., 290, 330 

Hawks, Harry, 147; as Astt Trcn- 
chard t *49 

Haymarket Theater, London, 97, 
259 

Hayne, Julia Dean, 92 

Heenan, John C., 207 

Hengler, Young, 82 

"Herald,** the, Boston, 277 

"Herald," the, New York, 175, 
185, 223; quarrel with man- 
agers, 1 66, 167; quoted, 79, 83, 
94, 109, 117, 1x8, 121, 130, 
132, 141, 151, 168, 169, 176, 
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198, 199; ridiculed by the 

"Tribune," *7 
Herold, David &, 146, x6i 
Heron, Matilda, 77, 228 
"High Life Below Stairs," 168 
His Majesty's Theater, London, 16 
Hoffman, Gov* John T., 143 
Hoilingshcad, Mr., 254 
Holmes, Mary Ann, 10; marriage 

to Junius Booth, Sr., 18 
Holmes, Oliver Wendell, 288 
Honolulu, 57 
Howe, Julia Ward, 96 
Howells, Wm* Dean, 115, 288; 

quoted, 173 

"How She Loves Him!" x$8 
Hugo** "Le Roi S'Amwse/' 13* 
Hull, England, 283 
Hutton, Laurence, 376, 300, 325; 

quoted, 280 
Hyde, Mist Suiafl, 25 

Jbsen* Henrik, *43> 34 33$ 
"*Ici On Park Francais/' 168 
Ireland, Edwin Booth to, 256 
"Iron Chest, The/* 14* 44 5<> 77> 

*33 

Irving, Henry, 131, 212, 24*, 242, 
243rt, *66 t 288, 3305 CJM6r 
Mtftootf*, ajr, a> Hflm/^ 251; 
at Jf|f^ 269, 7S *** * 
Booth, 269; Booth's letter to 
Irving, 34$&; quoted, 10$, 107 

"1 Saw Booth Shoot Lincoln,** by 
W. J. Ferguson, 150 foot-note 

"It It Never Too Late To Mend/' 
168, 258 

Italy, Booth urged to play b> 286 

"Jack Sheppard, 11 134 
Jackson, T, B. x$o 134 
Shore/' x& 



Jarrett, Henry C.,-66, 223; letter 

from, 152; letter to, 152, 153 
Jarrett & Palmer, 223, 227, 232 
Jefferson, Joseph, 41, 46, 72, 78, 

93. I3i 205, 208, 228, 256, 

287* 294, 307, 309, 311, 325, 

330 
Jenny Lind Theater, San Fran- 

cisco, 50 

Jones, Avonia, 133 
"Julius Csesar," 137, 211, 294, 305; 

three Booths in, 139^. 
"Junius Brutus Booth (the Eider)," 

by Asia Booth Clarke, quoted, 



Kamehameha IV, 57 
Kansas City, Mo., 298, 304 
Kean, Charles, 136, 180, 183 
Kcan, Edmund, xx, X5&, 181, 

333; as Othello, 16 
Keene, Laura, 55, 77, 93, 135, 

147? arrested, 159 
Kellogg, Dr. A. O., 229^. 
Kellogg, Gertrude, 309 
"King John," 2x6 
Kyle, Samuel A. S., 22 

"Lady of Lyons, The/* 82, 92, 203 
Lakewood, N. J., 3*$ 
Lane, John A., 307 
Laurel House, Lakewood, 326 
"Leah, the Foresaken," 131 
Leavenworth, Kan,, 330 
"Ledger," the, Philadelphia, 294 
Lee, Robert E, 156; surrender of, 

X44 M7 

Leeds, England, 283 
Legitimate drama, 9 
Leipsic, 285 
Lemattrc, Fre^Jenc, tword ot 107 

353* - 
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"Le Roi S'Amuse," Hugo's, 131 

Lewis, James, 307 

"Life and Art of Edwin Booth, 
The," quoted, 142, 211, 227 

"Life Among the Mormons," 339 

"Like and Unlike," 77 

Lincoln, Abraham, 147; assassina- 
tion of, I48&, 172; voted for 
by Booth, 139 

Lincoln, Robert, rescue of, 5 

Lind, Jenny, 135 

Little Church around the Corner, 

329 

"Little Nell," 210 
"Little Toddlekins," 82 
London, 14, 15, 46, 996., 218, 

24i, 283 

Long Branch, 204, 274 
Loraine, Harry, 77; as Claude 

Melnotte, 77 
"Lost in London," 168 
Lotta, 210 
Louisville, Ky., 233 
Ludlow, Fitzhugh, quoted, 29, 113 
Lunt, Alfred, 334 
Lyceum Theater, New York, 235 
Lyceum Theater, London, 241, 

243, 245, 267 
Lyon, Mark Gray, 2365.; letter 

from, 238 

'Macbeth," 95 

McCullough, John, 227, 234 

Mace, Jem, 207 

MacDougall, Sally, in "Century 

Magazine," 235 foot-note 
McEntee, Jcrvis, 194, 287; letters 

to, 214, 225, 226, 233, 312, 313 
Macready, Wm. Chas., as Hamlet, 

1 1 8; first to play "Richelieu," 

37; wrangle with Forrest, 71 
McVicker, J. H., 187, 189, 211, 



225, 235, 236, 249, 272, 273; 

letter to, from Booth, 274, 275; 
quoted, 219, 222, 226, 227; 
strained relations with Booth, 
2746% 

McVicker, Mary, 204, 256, 272, 
273; as Desdcmona, 187; as /- 
lict, 187, 195, 199, 200; as 
Margaret, 187; Browne's account 
of, 278; burial of, 276, 277; 
death of, 276; first meeting with 
Edwin Booth, 186; hatred of 
Edwina, 265, 269, 275; ill 
health, 212, 229, 243, 265, 266, 
268, 272JSF.; marriage to Booth, 
204; son born, 213 

McVicker's Theater, Chicago, 187 

Madison Square Garden, New 
York, 330 

Magonigle, J. Henry, 185, 192, 
195, 274, 287, 299, 325, 327, 
328 

Mahoney, Mrs. Ella V., 22 

Managers' Association, 166 

Manchester, England, 283 

"Man from Arlie, The," 209 

"Man of Destiny, The," 249 foot- 
note 

"Marble Heart, The," 38, 59, 77, 
I33 203 

"Married Life," 168 

"Masks and Faces," 77 

"Masters of the Show," by Augus- 
tus Pitou, 340 foot-note 

Mathews, Charles, 100 

Matthews, Brander, 300, 307, 313, 

314 

Mays, Frank, 308 
Melbourne, Australia, 57 
Menken, Adah Isaacs, 134 
"Merchant of Venice, The," 77, 

99 *74 341 foot-note 
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Metropolitan Hotel, New York, fire 

in, 141 
Metropolitan Opera House, New 

York, 308 
Metropolitan Theater, Burton's, 69, 

75 83, 92, 135 
Michigan, 297, 3*7 
Miller, Henry, 330 
Mining camps, hostility of, 60 
4 *Miriam*s Crime," x68 
Modjeska, Helena, 31836?.; as 

Ophelia, 309 
Molienhaur, Edward, 195 
Molony, Kitty, sec Goodale, Kathe- 

rine 

Moralists condemn actors, 164, 165 
Morant, Fanny, 195 
Morris, Clara, no, 128 
Moscow Art Company, 342 
Moulton, company led by, 60 
Mount Auburn Cemetery, 124, 329 
Mount Vernon, N Y, 274 
"Mr. Booth and Mr. Barrett/* by 

Nym Crinkle, quoted, 3026*. 
Murdoch, James E. 83 
Murray, John B-, x6o, 313 
Murray, W., 185 

"Myths after Lincoln/* 46 foot- 
note 

"Narcbse/' 203 
Narragansett Pier, 309, 324 
Nashville, Tenn,, 233 
"Nation, The," quoted, 338, 339 
"National Intelligencer/* the, 2x9 
National Theater, New York, 44, 

78, X33 3^8 
"Needful, The," x68 
"Neighbor Jackson/* 78 
Nevada City, 52 
New England, 297, 3x5, 3*9 
Newport, R. I., 286, 288 



New Orleans, 23, 52 

"New Way to Pay Old Debts, A/* 
*4 83, 101, 103 

New York Theater and Metropoli- 
tan Opera House, 135 

Niblo's Theater, New York, 94, 
130, 131, I4i 165, 167, 205, 
207 

Nielson, Adelaide, 228 

Norfolk, Va., 18 

Normandy, 12 

"Octoroon, The," 93 

Odell, Geo. C. D., quoted, 76, 78, 

94, 132, 272 
"Old Bowery Days," by Alvin F. 

Harlow, 133 foot-note 
Old Bowery Theater, New York, 

ifr 

Olin, Stephen H., 307 

Olympic Theater, New York, 167, 
207 

Omaha, Neb,, 300 

"Omnibus, The," 58 

"Once a Week," 302 

O'NeiH, Eugene, plays of, 9 

"Othello," 77, 203, 209, 266, 267, 
291, 306, 315; Booth's foot- 
notes to, 341 

Osgood, Rev. Samuel, 85 

"Our American Cousin," 93, 106", 
147 

Page, J. A., 185, 228 

Palmer, Albert M., 307, 315 

Palmer, Henry D., 223 

Panic of 1857, 75; of 1873, 216 

Paris, xx, 286 

Park Theater, New York, 20; 

burning of, 199 
Pastor, Tony, 207 
Peacock, xx, 20 

J55- 
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Pemberton House, Boston, Junius 
and Edwin Booth at the, 33-35 

"Perils of Pauline,*' 4 

PfafFs Cave, 114 

Philadelphia, 64, 94, 95 J29& 
158, 173> 204, 236, 277, 290, 
*94> 297> 3*o 323 

Piamonti, Isolina, as Desdcmona, 

217 

Picioli, Signor, 26 
Pitou, Augustus, quoted, 340 
Pittsburgh, 65, 297, 315, 318 
Placide, Thomas, 77 
Playbills, printing of, 40 
Players, The, 280, 306, 315, 317, 

324, 326, 331; formal opening, 

311; membership of, 312, 314; 

memorial service in, 330; plan 

for, 299, 300 

"Poor of New York, The," 84 
Portland, Maine, 317 
Portugal, 12 
Potter, Bishop, 329 
Powell, Lewis Thornton, 146, 161 
Prevost, Mary, 109 
Princess Theater, London, 254, 

258ff., 267, 270 
Pritchard, Wm. M., 223 
Providence, 297, 320 
"Psychic Research," 344, 345 



Rathbonc, Maj. H. R., 148, 149 

Reade, Charles, 265 

Ren wick & Sands, 195 

Residenz Theater, Berlin, 284 

"Richard HI," 77, 183 

"Richelieu," 65, 102, 209, 263$., 
298, 321; first played by Mac- 
ready, 37; mounted extrava- 
gantly, 173 

Richmond, Va., 18, 19, 31, 66, 233 



"Rip Van Winkle," 205 

Ristori, 132 

Robertson, Agnes, 76 

Robertson, John A., 295 

Robertson, Richard A., 183*!, 2x4, 
221, 223; letter from, X9if.; 
quoted, 208, 209; end of part- 
nership with Edwin Booth, 2x0, 

2IX 

Robinson Locke Collection, 200 
foot-note 

Rochester, N. Y., 315 

"Romeo and Juliet," 183, 187, 
I97ff,, 203; scenery for, 190 

Rotary Club of America, 331 

Royal Hawaiian Theater, Hono- 
lulu, 57, 58 

Royal Princess Theater, London, 
105 

Royle, Edwin Milton, quoted, 302 

"Rural Felicity," 168 

Russell, James E., 207, 2x1; letter 
to, 341 

Sacramento, 50, 58*1". 

St. Joseph, Mo., 300, 308 

St. Louis, 297, 319 

St. Pancras, London, xx 

St. Paul, Minn., 297 

Salt Lake City, 298, 317 

Salvini, Tommaso, 132, 2iyS. 9 

242, 284, 330; as Macbeth, 2x9; 

as Othello, 2x7, 291 
San Francisco, 50$., 58, 233^., 

298. 3<>7 317 

San Francisco Minstrels, 58, 207 
"Saturday Review," 114, 261, 262 
Schwab & Shatrock, 253 
Scott, John R., 45 
Sedley, Mrs. Henry, 5$ 
Scekonk River, 286 
"Serf, The," 168 
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"Seven Daughters of Satan, The," 

93 

Seward, Secretary of State, 148 
Seymour, Chas. B., 1x4 
Shakespeare Gallery at Stratford, 

Shakspere's Plays, Variorum edi- 
tion of, 341 
Shaw, Bernard, 2x8, 243, 249 

foot-note 

Sherman, Gen. Wm. T., 307 
Sinclair, Mrs. C. N., 55, 58, 59 
"Single Life," 168 
Simmonds, Morris, 254 
Simmonds & Brown, 254 
Simpson, J. Palgrave, quoted, 262 
"Sixty Years of the Theater," by 

J. Ranken Towse, quoted, 8, 9, 

202, 203 
Skinner, Otis, 24, 104, 323, 341; 

quoted, 324 
Smalley, Geo. W., 250, 252; letter 

from Stedman to, 244$. 
Smith, Mark, 195 
"Soft Sex, The," xoo 
"Son of Night, The," 77 
Sothern, E. A., 77, 106; as Claude 

Mdnottc, 202, 203 
Stark, James, 56 
Stedman, E. C., 1x3, 1x4, 188, 

2x6, 237, 287, 3x3; letters from, 

2446?., 25 off.; letters from Booth 

to, 249, 250, 267, 268 
"Still Waters Run Deep," 168 
Stoddard, Elizabeth, 1x3, 114, 117, 

X22 

Stoddard, R. H. 1x3, 114, 116, 

124, 3x3 

"Streets of London, The," 258 
Stuart, Wm,, 59, 84, 93, *35 *3$ 

*39> *66, 174, 194, 202, 221; 

attacks Forrest, 



Sullivan, John L., 303, 304 
"Sun," the, Baltimore, 46 foot- 
note 

"Sun," the, New York, 167, 23! 
Surratt, John H., 146 
Surratt, Mary E., 146, i6x 
Sydney, Australia, 57 

"Tagliche Berliner Rundschau," 
the, 285 

"Taming a Butterfly," 131 

Tammany Theater, New York, 
207 

Taylor, Bayard, 113, I43 

Taylor, Tom, 37, 93, 131 , 

Tennyson, Booth's meeting with, 
265 

Terry, Ellen, 251; as Dcsdcmona, 
270; as Ophelia, 252; quoted, 
270 

Texas, 298 

Theater Royal, London, 99 

"Theatrical Sketches," by "Mar- 
garet" (Townsend), 279 

Ticknor, Mr., 303 

Thompson, Launt, 113, 1x4, 
i2of., 194 

"Three Fat Women, or, The Fe- 
male Robinson Crusoes, The," 
134 

"Ticket of Leave Man, The," 130 

"Times," the, Chicago, 224 

"Times," the, London, 264; an- 
nouncement in, 99; quoted, 101, 
103, 260, 261, 264, 270, 271 

"Times," the, New York, 114; 
quoted, 156 

**To Marry or Not to Marry," 168 

Topeka, Kan., 300 

Townsend, Margaret, 279 

Towse, J. Ranken, 202; quoted, 8, 
9, 206, 207, 217, 2x8 

557- 
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"TriBune," the, New York, 167, 
172, 195, 223; quoted, 80, 157, 
169, 170 

Triplet's Hall, New York, 135 

troy, N. Y., 67 

Tudor Hall, home of the Booths, 

22 

Twain, Mark, see Clemens, Samuel 

Victoria Theater, Berlin, 283 

Vienna, 285 

u Vienna, Reunion in,*' 334 

Wagner, Clinton, 276 

Wallace & Co., Wm. H., 216 
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